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HOUSECALL 


DEAR READERS: 

Twenty years ago we brought 
Penthouse to the United 
States. After several years of 
publishing in England, we 
were convinced that American 
readers would welcome our 
rather innovative blending 

of sex, politics, and art. . . i.e. 
spectacular pictures, hard- 
nosed investigative reporting, 
top-quality fiction, and irrev- 
erent humor. Fortunately 

for all concerned, not even 
we knew how right we were. 
Penthouse became the 
highest-grossing newsstand 
magazine success in history. 
Our Pets, with pubis intact, 
were hailed as more beautiful, 
more sexy, and—most impor- 
tant—more natural than any 
our competitors had to offer. 
Our articles and interviews 
made news. And our 
freewheeling brand of attack 
journalism made enemies 

of some of the most power- 
ful—and dangerous—individ- 
\ uals in the land. During these 
' two memorable decades, 
those enemies have tried 
every means, legal and 
otherwise, to deny you the 
right to read the magazine 
you're now holding in your 
hands. This 20th Anniversary 
Issue is a testament to their 
overwhelming failure. But, 
much more significantly, 

it’s also a living celebration of 
all those qualities that have 
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made Penthouse so special to 
so many millions of readers 
around the world. 


“SAY IT AIN’T SO!” 
Twenty years ago we made 
history by asking the best 
reporters in the world to take 
their gloves off and tell it 

like itis . . . the whole truth 
... NO matter how shocking it 
might seem at the moment. 
When Vietnam veterans were 
summarily cast out of our 
society, we set the record 
straight by exposing the 
unbelievable neglect, foul 
play, and political idiocy with 
which our fighting men were 
treated in a series of articles 
that continues to this very 
issue. We also made headlines 
by exposing links between 
the Nixon White House and 
organized crime, between the 
C.I.A. and heroin smugglers, 
and by reporting the pervasive 
corruption of the most sancti- 
monious leaders of the 
televangelist movement. This 
issue continues that proud 
tradition with hard-hitting 


investigative profiles of Pete 
Rose and Teddy Kennedy 
... Laurence Gonzales’s 
report on “Law and Order 
Lynch Mobs” .. . Alan 
Dershowitz’s inside story of a 
mercy-killing trial . . . as well 
as Pulitzer Prize—winner Harri- 
son Salisbury’s ringing 
defense of American reporters. 


TELLING TALES 
Sometimes, however, master- 
ful fiction can get at truths 
that elude even the most 
skillful journalist. We are, 
therefore, equally proud of our 
20-year commitment to 
publishing the world’s best 
novelists—Stephen King, 
Gore Vidal, James Baldwin, 
Isaac Asimov, James 
Michener, Anthony Burgess, 
and William F. Buckley, Jr., 
among very many others. 
We're honored this month to 
uphold that standard by 
previewing two forthcoming 
fiction blockbusters: Ken 
Follett’s Pillars of the Earth 
(Morrow) and Lucian K. 
Truscott’s Army Blue (Crown). 


HERO WORSHIP 

In our natural and very human 
enthusiasm for those we 
admire, Americans often 
mistake celebrities for 
demigods. Controversial rock 
biographer Albert Goldman 
learned this to his peril, as he 
explains in a simultaneously 


amusing and horrifying look at 
the necrophilic fans and 
media groupies who canon- 
ized Elvis Presley and John 
Lennon... . And in a special 
quintet of interviews, we 

visit with five equally contro- 
versial men who have become 
uniquely American heroes: 
fallen presidential-pretender 
Gary Hart, tough-guy educa- 
tor Joe Clark, reclusive 
country music star Hank 
Williams, Jr., American Indian 
revolutionary Leonard 
Peltier, and talk-show guru 
Larry King. In their own 
fashion, they will each have 
changed forever the ways 

in which we perceive our 
nation and ourselves. 


WINNING 
COMBINATIONS 

This introduction wouldn't be 
complete without a tribute 

to Earl Miller (above center), 
the most published photogra- 
pher in the history of this — 
magazine. An 18-year 
Penthouse veteran, Earl's 
artistry, technique, and vision 
are nowhere more evident 
than in his stylish shooting of 
our 20th Anniversary Pet. 
Those are only a few of the 
highlights of this special 
birthday celebration of ours 
... and naturally you're 
anxious to get to all of them! 
But we would like to take 
one final moment to salute 
those who are truly responsi- 
ble for so much of our 
success: the beautiful, 
sensuous, wonderful women 
whose enjoyment of life 
springs forth every month 
from these pages, and you, 
dear reader—who, along with 
many millions of others, 
have steadfastly provided the 
loyalty, dedication, and 
feedback we need in order to 
continue to thrive. It took 

us almost a year to find our 
banner girl for the nineties 
(and you'll find her on page 
139). But the fact that every 
month you care enough to 
find us is our own very best 
birthday present of all! 
—Bob GuccioneO+—q 
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elt's not every day that two hot-blooded males 
get to see two gorgeous females— 

one blond and one brunette—go down on 
each other in a hot sixty-nine.® 


PENTHOUSE FORUM 


FUN IN THE SUN 

A group of people from where 
| work get together a few 
times a year to party and get 
crazy. This last weekend 
was one of those times. Usu- 
ally our parties just include 
some drinking and a few 
cheap thrills in the sun, but 
this last one was a memorable 
experience. Since we got a 
taste of warm weather after a 
long stretch of cold and 

rain, everyone acquired a 
touch of spring fever. 

It was Saturday morning 
when we all packed into 
my van and headed out to 
the hills. We drove upstate to 
some beautiful country, and 
when we found the proper 
place, we hiked for about two 
hours. The sun was high 
and the wind warm, and we 
found the perfect spot for our 
revelries—it even had a 
swimming hole. After frolick- 
ing for a while in the water, 
we all just lay in the sun and 
proceeded to do some seri- 
ous drinking. 

Things got pretty interesting 
when Tory decided to shed 
her suit. As a group we're 
pretty loose when we get to- 
gether, but Tory has a body 
that no man ever gets used to 
or tires of, and she likes to 
show off. | rolled over to 
enjoy her prancing among 
the scenery, but before long, 
my dick was peeking out 
from the leg of my shorts. 
Penny, who was lying next to 
me, noticed my condition 
and grabbed my hard-on. In 
seconds she had me con- 
vinced that I'd do anything if 
only she’d just finish what 
she started. 

It was then that Tory came 
over to us and urged Penny 
on. The next thing | knew, 
Penny and Tory had pulled 
my shorts off, with Penny 
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swallowing my cock right 
down to the balls. | guess 
Tory got horny watching us— 
she started playing with her 
pussy. | turned and said 

that my tongue could do a 
better job, and she came over 
and delicately lowered her 
dripping pussy onto my face. 
What an exquisite feeling! | 
had Penny giving me the 
blowjob of my life, and Tory— 
sweet Tory—rocking and 
moaning to the beat of my 
tongue. Penny must have 
been a beautiful sight to be- 
hold—sucking and licking 
my rod, her ass swaying 

in the air—because Ben, my 
buddy, knelt down and 
started to tongue-fuck her, 
making her squeal with 
delight. 

The four of us were in fuck 
heaven! Moaning and groan- 
ing, we were all reaching 
incredible heights. Ben de- 
cided to fuck Penny from 
behind, and when he entered 
her, she began bobbing up 
and down on my rock-hard 
prick with a frenzy. Tory was 
rubbing her tits and | was 
still licking her snatch, when 
Penny surprised us all by 
stating that she never sucked 
a woman's pussy before 


and wanted to now. 
Ben and | happily obliged. 
It's not every day that two 


hot-blooded males get to see 


two gorgeous females— 
one blond and one bru- 
nette—go down on each 
other in a hot sixty-nine. Tory 
lay down in anticipation, 


with Penny on top of her. They 


made a dive for each other’s 
snatch, and before long 

they were both just a quiver- 
ing pile of orgasmic flesh. 

It was an incredible sight. 
Tory was really doing a job 
licking and sucking Penny's 
clit, because Penny could 
hardly concentrate on her 
ministrations to Tory’s snatch. 
She sat straight up, shouting, 


“Oh, Tory, that feels so fuckin’ 


good! I'm coming so fast, | 
can't stop!” With that, she 
went straight back down to 
Tory’s pussy and licked 
her with a passion | never 
saw her demonstrate before. 
Both Ben and | were getting 
really horny now, and even 
though it was a shame to 
break up these two lovelies, 
we needed some tender 
loving care. 

We got right back into the 
groove, with me fucking 
Penny from behind, and Ben 


and Tory sucking each other’s 
private parts. We were so 
intent in our pleasures that we 
didn't notice the rest of our 
party had rejoined us from the 
swimming hole. Both Helen 
and Cassie (God, | wanted to 
fuck her so bad) must have 
been standing there for quite 
some time, because they 
both had that glazed look of 
lust on their faces. | stopped 
and motioned them to join 
us. Cassie sat between Tory 
and Penny. Telling her she 
needed some loosening up, 
they began to remove her 
bathing suit. Cassie seemed 
kind of nervous. The girls 
attributed this to her not ever 
having sex with another 
woman—but she proved 
them wrong. Tory stood up 
and announced that Cassie 
was still a virgin—and, to 

my astonishment, she wanted 
me to change the situation. 

| was totally delighted! 

Cassie looks like a model 
in a fashion magazine. Her 
hair is dark brown with 
strands of honey and russet 
running through it. She's 
small but well proportioned— 
she's got a beautiful, tight 
body that | couldn't wait 
to caress. This was something 
that I've dreamed of for a 
long time—l just couldn't be- 
lieve that she had never 
been with a man before. | 
wanted her to remember this 
time forever, and | was intent 
on her pleasure more than 
my own. 

Tory and Ben took off to a 
more private spot—they were 
kind of a couple—while 
Helen and Penny gently laid 


FORUM letters should carry name and 
address (in capitals, please), though these 
will be withheld by the editor on request 
Letters become the property of Penthouse. 
Send to Penthouse Editorial Dept., 

1965 Broadway, New York, NY. 10023-5965 
Views published are not necessarily 
endorsed editorially. 


Po. asonic introduces a VCR 

|} you can actually program by 
phone. And it will even talk 
back to you. 

Your favorite TV show is.on to- 
night. But you won't be home. And 

5 you forgot to program your VCR. 
Now what? 

“Hello, this is your VCR’ 

Just call up your Telephone Pro- 
grammable VCR from Panasonic— 
the new S-VHS PV-S4986. 

Simply call the VCR from a touch- 
tone phone anywhere in the world 
and it will tell you exactly what to do. 

“Please dial recording start time” 

“Please dial recording length: 

“Please dial channel number’ 

Then the VCR will even tell you 
what you've programmed. 

“Recording is set for 9 PM to- 
day, for two hours, on channel 4° 

When you are home, simply use 
Panasonic Bar Code programming. 
It makes programming as easy as 
drawing a line. And with On-Screen 
Display, you'll see your programming 
choices actually con- 
firmed right on your 
TV screen. 

So for a good 
time, call our new 


" IFYOU FORGET [eee 
" TOPROGRAM 
OUR NEW VCR, 
JUST GIVE IT’ 
CALL. 
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Panasonic: 


just slightly ahead of our time® 
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Cassie back, running their hands over her 
body, getting her hot with their soft ca- 
resses. | didn't care that the girls wanted 
to participate—l| figured that Cassie 
would feel much more comfortable if she 
was among close girlfriends. Both Helen 
and Penny instructed me to bring Cassie 
to orgasm with my mouth while they ca- 
ressed her tits (and made soft cooing 
noises as they tantalized each other, too). 
| tongued Cassie’s pussy with reverence, 
for it was gorgeous, and sucked on her 
clitoris until she started to buck and moan 
in ecstasy. 

My hard-on was really raging by now, 
but | didn’t care about myself—l! just 
wanted to please this wonderful girl. | was 
so happy, busily sucking away at her 
pussy, that | didn’t realize that Penny and 
Helen had gone off in their own sexy 
world—lI could hear their soft moans of 
pleasure coming from a nearby grove of 
trees. | put my head back down to Cas- 
sie’s cunt, which by now was dripping 
with her juices. | looked up at her for a 
moment and asked, “Do you like that, 
baby?” She smiled and gasped while 
fondling her tits, “Oh, Jessie, | never felt 
like this before—don't stop.” 

This girl was really soaked, and soon 
she motioned me to get on top of her, 
saying, “Oh, baby, | need you now.” | fin- 
gered her gently before entering her. 
Carefully | eased my cock inside. She was 
so tight, so wonderfully snug, and | slid 
my prick in to the hilt and slowly began 
to pump my way to ecstasy. Cassie 
gripped my ass and brought herself 
closer to me. Even though I’ve been with 
lots of girls and am much more sexually 
knowlegeable than Cassie, | felt some- 
thing for her that | never felt before. It was 
a bond. It was beautiful, and | furiously 
pumped away at her. She now had the 
rhythm going and was calling out my 
name, telling me to let go and fuck her 
harder. | closed my eyes and gripped her 
even tighter—| wanted her as close as 
possible to me when | climaxed. We were 
in a warm, wonderful cocoon of our own 
making, and to my enjoyment, Cassie 
came with such intensity that | reached 
orgasm at the same time. That really 
doesn't happen too often, but when two 
people are so sexually in tune, | guess it 
just goes with the territory. | felt wonder- 
ful that | was able to pleasure this beau- 
tiful girl for the first time, and she held on 
to me so tight afterward, | thought my 
heart would burst. 

When we finished, we went off hand in 
hand to look for the others, who by now 
were just as spent as we were. They were 
all lying in the sun by the swimming hole, 
and when Cassie beamed her beautiful 
smile at them, they knew that our loving 
was a complete success. Now we can't 
seem to get enough of each other. I'm so 
glad we decided to party on that day. If 
it weren't for Tory boldly proclaiming 
Cassie's yearnings, | might have never 
experienced such exquisite pleasure.— 
Name and address withheld 


BACHELOR PARTY 

| have been a reader of your magazine 
for almost a year and finally got up the 
courage to tell you about this experience. 
I'm 24 years old, and although I'm not 
beautiful, | have a wonderful 37-23-36 
body that | work hard to keep in shape. | 
have been living with the same man for 
six years. Mark is a foreman for a con- 
struction company. He’s extremely good- 
looking, the kind of guy who always at- 
tracts other women, and well liked among 
his friends. We met while | was going to 
college and his company was doing work 
on campus. 

Before | met Mark | was a quiet coed 
who fantasized about having exotic sex 
and exhibiting my body. Mark changed 
all that, and now my sex life is incredible. 
| always do what he wants, in bed and 
out, and he enjoys pleasing me, too. Mark 
especially likes it when | wear very sexy 
and revealing clothes when we go out. | 
remember once going to a movie in the 
next town wearing a pair of tight jeans 
and a skimpy bathing-suit top. At first | 
was nervous because | was showing lots 
of skin, but Mark just held me close and 
told me that it was a real turn-on for him 
to see me looking so seductive. Realizing 
that we were quite anonymous there, my 
apprehension disappeared. | was even 
pleased with the heated stares of the 
other guys and their jealous companions. 
Mark and | sat in the dark balcony, and 
as we watched the movie, he unzipped 
my jeans and fingered me to orgasm. 
There have been other times when we 
played this game—but the following story 
is a classic. 

It began when Mark called me at work 
to tell me about a bachelor party being 
thrown for a “friend of a friend” at an air- 
port hotel. He gave me the address and 
asked me to join him there. He also told 
me to wear my skimpiest outfit. Despite 
my fears, | followed Mark’s directions, 
wearing only a sheer knit dress, push-up 
bra, garter belt, stockings, and three-inch 
heels. My nipples were erect during my 
entire drive to the hotel and could clearly 
be seen through the material of my dress. 
| wore my best perfume and makeup—| 
knew Mark would like what he saw. The 
cut of my dress revealed the soft, rounded 
tops of my breasts. Just knowing how | 
looked caused me to become horny. 

| called Mark from the lobby as he had 
instructed. He met me there, alone, and 
explained the situation to me. The party 
was for a younger brother of a guy on 
Mark's crew. He told me that he had been 
elected to find two adult entertainers for 
the evening, and that |—his “friend” Car- 
men—would be one of them. He asked 
if this offended me. | replied by applying 
more lip gloss, licking my lips, and smil- 
ing. He knew that | approved. 

As Mark and | went over this matter, 
another woman came into the lobby. 
When Mark overheard her calling the 
same room number he just gave me, he 
introduced himself. She said that her 


“Whoever said, ‘It’s only 
a game, never played on my team.” 
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BUILT TO WIN" 


Basketball: M-100, M-110, M-40 


name was Betsy and that she had been 
sent by the agency. Betsy had long brown 
hair and was extremely tall. Her halter top 
and tight jeans enhanced a perfect, well- 
rounded athletic body. She smiled at me 
while talking to Mark. 

As Betsy and | walked into the suite, 
we were met by the men’s stares. A few 
whistled and catcalled at us, the rest just 
smiled. | didn't recognize any of them, 
and none appeared to be over 25. 

The party started slowly, with a few of 
the bolder and better-looking boys offer- 
ing us drinks. One of them danced close 
with Betsy, and it wasn't too long before 
one of these hunks took a turn with me. 
While we were dancing, Mark came over 
to Betsy and me with a joint. The grass 
was making me pleasantly high, and the 
close dancing was loosening me up, cre- 
ating a wetness between my legs. For 
about a half hour the men took turns 
dancing with us. Each one moved his 
hands confidently over my back and ass, 
pulling me tightly to him. Several reached 
under my dress and stroked my soft, na- 
ked ass, boldly pressing their throbbing 
tool against me. During my first dance 
with the groom-to-be, he boldly trailed wet 
kisses on my neck and shoulders. The 
other men, including Mark, watched. 

One of the guys had a video camera, 
and | noticed him following us as the 
groom started to slowly undress me while 
we danced. He was just 21, and giggly. | 
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on DEEP SATISFACTION 


found myself warming to this boy’s 
touch—I was so high and horny, | lost all 
perception of time and space. | returned 


several of the groom's kisses as his best 


man unfastened my dress from behind, 
letting it drop to the cool marble floor. | 
could hear the whir of the camcorder as 
| stood there, reduced to my bra, garter 
belt, stockings, and heels. Soon | found 
myself being led to the master bedroom. 

The bedroom lights were dim, but 
bright enough to see what was going on. 
Two of the walis were fully mirrored, and 
music pounded through the air. Betsy was 
dancing nude on the super-king-size bed 
as anumber of men sat around its edge. 
Our eyes met as | walked through the 
doorway, and she smiled as she dropped 
to the mattress, lying on her back and 
spreading her beautiful legs for her en- 
raptured audience. She was obviously a 
pro and knew how to work the men. As 
she rolled about seductively on the bed 
in time to the music, | found myself look- 
ing intently at her beauty. She had a deep 
tan and obviously spent many hours sun- 
bathing in the buff. Her breasts were small 
but well-rounded, and she had large 
freckles on her chest, stomach, and 
shoulders. This somehow added to Bet- 
sy’s appeal, and | fixed my stare on her 
large green eyes. She was moaning softly 
as she slowly rolled around, lifting her 
lovely hips from the bed and moving her 
ass back and forth to further excite the 


ae ae Y 
CAT LEAST I. HAVE 


OF KNOWING THAT 


I GAVE IT x 


‘CMY BEST SHoT. 57 
Se. 


men. My eyes roamed to her thighs and 
finally to her swollen, shaved pussy lips. 
| again raised my eyes to her face and 
she caught me staring at her. Betsy blew 
me akiss and winked. Several of the men 
standing around me were kissing my an- 
kles, knees, and thighs, and one of them 
pushed me gently backward onto a large 
easy chair that faced the bed. With my 
eyes still locked on Betsy's, | allowed the 
groom to lift my legs over his shoulders, 
completely baring my soaked pussy. My 
heart was pounding like never before as 
he slowly began trailing wet kisses up my 
thighs toward my wet box. | came in- 
stantly, for the first time that evening, as 
his tongue surrounded my clitoris. | was 
receiving the best head of my life, and 
this bridegroom would not relent. He was 
licking and sucking me to perfection, and 
| was loving every minute of it. The spec- 
tators piqued my uncontrollable urges, 
and | came several times! Oh, how | loved 
being watched by all these horny young 
men! My eyes glanced around the room 
and hungrily ate up their stares as my 
lover continued to shamelessly adminis- 
ter long, slow licks to my womanhood. 

Betsy had been sharing my enjoy- 
ment, but she also felt me competing for 
the attention of the men. She told the 
groom to stop, saying it was her turn to 
be pleasured. “Come here, honey,” she 
said. “Betsy wants you to give her what 
she needs . . . right now!” For a moment 
| dreaded the thought of the groom mov- 
ing his wonderful tongue from my swol- 
len clit, but the men passed me toward 
the bed, placing me at Betsy’s feet. | re- 
alized that | was expected to taste a 
woman for the first time, when Betsy 
whispered, “Oh, baby, | didn’t realize you 
were cherry. But don't worry—you'll love 
every minute of it!” 

As much as | liked to give Mark head, 
| had never tasted a woman before. | 
licked my lips to reduce the dryness in 
my mouth, slipped off my high heels, and 
drew a deep breath. “Do it,”” she gasped. 
“Eat my pussy, my sweet little licker!” Her 
words pushed me over the edge of con- 
trol and | leaned forward. | placed the tip 
of my tongue between Betsy's slick lips 
and moved it up and down, in and out, 
inserting it as far as possible into her soft, 
sweet pussy. “Oh, baby ... lick it, my 
sweet darling. ... Let Betsy have all of 
your tongue!” Her words intensified my 
desire for her most private parts. | per- 
sistently worked in and out, my soft lips 
caressing her clitoris. 

| had just lifted my head to glance into 
her soft green eyes when | felt a pair of 
strong hands fall on my hips, lifting me 
up on my knees. Unable to tear my lips 
from Betsy’s sweet juicy cunt, | glanced 
quickly to see that it was Mark behind 
me. | heard a zipper open and felt him 
press the tip of his magic love tool into 
my dripping cunt. | shuddered immedi- 
ately with orgasmic delight as Mark 
quickly brought his stroking to a fever 
pitch. | was totally turned on! 
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“Oh, oh... I'm coming ... oh, yes!” 
shuddered Betsy, her love juices flood- 
ing against my tongue as her body 
bucked and rolled. Mark reached his own 
orgasm, and | felt the hot rush of his sperm 
as it washed over my love canal. | was 
on fire! As Mark withdrew his tool, | again 
became aware of the other guys in the 
room. Two of them rolled me over, plac- 
ing me alongside Betsy on the bed. Our 
heads turned toward each other, and we 
locked in a deep tongue-kiss as two of 
the men mounted us. | noticed the glazed, 
lustful smiles of all the boys! Some of them 
were masturbating—l| guess the sight of 
two beautiful women being fucked by two 
of their pals was too much! The fucking 
lasted for at least two more hours. At its 
end, Mark played Mister Nice Guy and 
offered me a ride home. I'll never forget 
that experience—you can be sure I'll call 
Betsy again when | get horny for some 
tasty lady!—Name and address withheld 


SUMMER OF LOVE 

Reading the interesting letters in “Forum” 
made me decide to write about my first 
time. It happened in the mid-fifties, when 
| was 18. | had a summer job taking care 
of the grounds of a large rented house. 
The husband was usually away on busi- 
ness. His wife Margie was about 30, a 
lovely brunette with a warm smile and 
‘slight southern drawl who always com- 
plimented me on my work. 


“You're a vegetable . . 
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One Saturday, | was raking out back 
around the swimming pool when Margie 
asked if I’d like some lunch. An eager 
“yes” resulted in her bringing out sand- 
wiches and beer. Not wanting to admit | 
wasn't much of a drinker, | downed a cou- 
ple of mugs. Margie began telling me how 
bored she was; there's so little to do ina 
“dull” town. Looking back, | can only laugh 
at that. | was good-looking enough, and 
sports kept my body in great shape, but 
| was hopeless with girls. The furthest I'd 
ever gotten was a few French kisses with 
an (I’m sure) equally virginal cheer- 
leader. It never occurred to me that Mar- 
gie might be hinting at something. 

She probably decided more direct 
measures were in order and suggested 
a swim. Not waiting for an answer, she 
gave me a pair of her husband's trunks 
and went inside to change. The trunks 
were about a size too small, but | pulled 
them on. The beer, plus thoughts of Mar- 
gie, had given me a hard-on, so | quickly 
jumped in the pool. When Margie came 
out, | gasped—she was wearing a two- 
piece suit (remember, this was the fif- 
ties!). | found my eyes glued to her body. 
She had a lovely tan, and her full breasts 
seemed to be pointing right at me. My 
erection came back full force. We were 
both standing in about three feet of water 
when she mentioned how well the trunks 
fit me. This made my hard-on bulge even 
more. | knew she could see it, but didn't 


_ I'm a vegetarian. ... 
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know what to do. Margie solved that by 
“accidentally” slipping. As | caught her, 
her arms went around my neck and she 
brought our lips together, pushing her 
tongue into my mouth. Her hands moved 
to my back, then my ass, and she rubbed 
her pelvis against mine. She pulled back 
only to say, “Take me to the bedroom,” 
then wrapped her legs around my waist. 
| somehow managed to walk up the pool 
ladder, into the house, and up the stairs. 
All the way she was covering my face, 
throat, and shoulders with her kisses. 

When | put her down by the bed, she 
helped me off with my trunks, saying, “| 
thought you'd have a big one,’ as she 
stroked my cock. | was ready to come 
almost at once, but Margie gave a hard 
squeeze to slow me down, and quickly 
stripped. The untanned skin of the areas 
covered by her suit accentuated the size 
of her firm breasts and the dark brown of 
her pubic hair. 

| leaned over to lick her nipples, and 
Margie pushed down on my shoulders, 
saying, “Lower, lower.” When | knelt, she 
pulled my face to her pussy. | found 
myself running my tongue along its lips, 
then plunging deep inside. | didn't even 
know what a clit was, but when | licked it 
a few times, her whole body shuddered. 
Margie moved to the bed, spreading her 
legs wide, saying, “Now fuck me.” | 
crouched over her, trying to say how 
beautiful she was, when she grasped my 
cock and guided it inside her. | didn't last 
a minute before | came. | was ashamed 
and tried to pull out, but Margie grabbed 
my ass and held me in, her pussy tighten- 
ing on my cock. This time, when | kissed 
her, her tongue seemed to go all the way 
down my throat. My dick was soon hard 
again, and it stayed rock-solid as | 
plunged in and out. Her cries of enjoy- 
ment, her fingers clutching my ass 
cheeks, spurred me on. | don't know how 
long | lasted, but when | fired again, her 
mouth was buried between my shoulder 
and neck. 

| began to suck one breast, then the 
other. Hearing her moan had me so ex- 
cited, my cock stiffened again (oh, to be 
18 once more!). But before | could do 
anything, Margie pulled away and 
pushed me onto my back. Kneeling, she 
said, “No, no, darling. | want you in my 
mouth.” She ran her tongue back and 
forth from my balls to the tip of my cock, 
nibbling harder and harder. Then she 
moved my cock into her mouth—sucking 
steadily all the time—until her lips were 
at its base. Each time | was ready to come, 
she would slow down. | was moaning, 
pleading, begging for what seemed like 
forever, until | exploded. Margie swal- 
lowed it all, Keeping my cock in her mouth 
as my emissions dripped from her lips. 
When she finally released me, she moved 
up to nestle in my arms. We dozed for a 
little while but soon awoke. It was late 
afternoon. “You must go now,” she told 
me. “Your parents may get curious and 
start to ask questions.” | tried to tell her 


what this meant to me, but no words would 
come. “I think the yard needs more 
cleaning tomorrow. Please be here by 
noon,” she laughed. 

It was the best summer | ever had. | 
was over there nearly every day, doing 
my chores as quickly as possible so | 
could have more time with Margie. By the 
end of August, | knew everything about 
pleasing a woman. On my last visit, after 
a final hour of nonstop fucking, Margie 
told me she was getting a divorce and 
going back to the South. As a farewell 
gift, she gave me a gold signet ring with 
an L inscribed on it; she told me it stood 
for “lover.” | never saw her again, since 
she never gave me her new address. If 
by some chance Margie reads this, | want 
her to know I'll carry her ring till | die.— 
Name and adaress withheld 


MARRIED STRANGER 

This is a true story, and the reason |’m 
telling it is because it was the most ex- 
citing sexual experience that | have ever 
had. My wife Heidi and | had been having 
marital difficulties for some time—ap- 
proximately one year—with our sex life 
dwindling down to almost nothing. She'd 
complain that she was too tired to have 
sex after working a job all day and raising 
two children. | tried to cooperate by help- 
ing her along with all the household 


_ chores and arranging day trips for the 


kids to keep them out of her hair, but she 
still avoided me sexually. 

An old college buddy of mine invited 
me on one of those Caribbean sport-fish- 
ing trips, and Heidi encouraged me to go 
alone, saying that maybe the time apart 
would help our dying marriage. | had a 
great time with my old friends—the scen- 
ery down there was fantastic, and we 
caught tons of fish. But even when | was 
joking around, inside | felt sad about my 
situation. | was ashamed that | had to get 
away from my wife to have a good time. 

Unfortunately, the weather turned ugly 
and | decided to go home a day earlier 
than expected. | tried calling Heidi, but 
the lines were too bad to get through. 
When | arrived at the airport, | picked up 
my car and drove home. When | got there 
| was surprised to see Heidi's car—it was 
early afternoon—in the driveway. | 
thought that she had probably got off work 
early. | put my bags down in the living 
room and went on back to our bedroom. 
| opened the door to our room, eager to 
see my wife, thinking that maybe this ab- 
sence had made her heart grow fonder. 
The room was pretty dark, the shutters 
were closed, and stretched out on the 
bed lay Heidi—belly up, thighs wide 
open—moaning softly. She was naked 
except for a see-through black lace bra 
and... 

| finally realized what she was moaning 
about. Someone was busily sucking my 
wife’s cunt while her hips swayed and 
bucked toward his slurping mouth. My 
startled gasp disturbed the man whose 
head was between Heidi's thighs, and he 
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looked up, his face wet with her pussy 
juice. He sort of gulped an extra breath 
of air and | recognized him as my next- 
door neighbor Gordon. For some strange 
reason, instead of jumping off my wife, 
he smiled and continued to lick and suck 
her pussy while telling her that her hubby 
was home! Heidi's answer to this was to 
flex her hips and push her pussy further 
into Gordon's mouth. 

| stood there for what seemed like an 
eternity, but to my amazement, | didn't 
tremble with rage but with passion—| 
wanted to be the man sucking my wife's 
clit! | couldn’t help getting an erection 
just watching this show. Heidi slowly 
opened her legs wider, wiggling her 
pussy under Gordon's face and against 
his neck and chin. He lowered his head 
back down to her open thighs and slowly 
put his mouth on top of her wet pussy 
lips. She humped his mouth as he sucked 
and slurped on her pussy. He pulled back 
her labia to work her clit, sucking noisily 
while she rolled her wet bush around his 
face. He moaned as he licked and sucked 
along the length of her open cunt. 

Gordon then pushed my wife’s knees 
back and put some pillows under her 
bottom so her vagina lay flat across 
them—apparently to improve my view. He 
spread her apart with one hand and be- 
gan fingering her with the other while she 
massaged her tits. Heidi finally looked at 
me with her beautiful green eyes, as if to 


judge my reaction, moaned loudly, and 
smiled. Gordon ran his fingers quickly in 
and out of her pussy and kissed along 
her thighs down to her knees while she 
humped his hand. | couldn't take it any- 
more, so | unbuckled and unzipped my 
pants. My cock was so hard, it was com- 
ing out of my underwear and was very 
uncomfortable. Heidi reached out to- 
ward me and | got behind her while Gor- 
don still fingered her snatch. 

| quickly pulled the rest of my clothes 
off. | had never seen Heidi so aroused. 
She was really dishing out some hot sex 
and | was eager to get some of what I'd 
been missing. Gordon directed me to take 
his place between my wife’s legs as he 
moved up on the bed, straddled her bare 
tummy, and grabbed her ankles, holding 
her legs up in a big V. 

| put my face up to her vagina. It was 
soaked with her juices and her pussy lips 
were parted, revealing her clit and the 
labia underneath. | put my mouth on top 
of her vagina and sucked on her clit. Gor- 
don directed me to suck and pull on her 
clitoris the way he'd been doing it. | fin- 
gered and sucked my wife like I’d never 
done before. 

Gordon let go of her, moved up the bed, 
and knelt beside Heidi's face. He rubbed 
his big cock—it was longer and fatter than 
mine—across her lips and cheeks. Heidi 
grabbed it and inserted it into her moist 
mouth. She kissed and licked his cock 
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and balls while he reached down to her 
flimsy bra and massaged her nipples. He 
played with her tits, squeezing and 
tweaking while she sucked his cock. 

| decided to getsome satisfaction, too, 
and | moved some more pillows under 
Heidi so that | could fuck her while kneel- 
ing on the bed. | pushed my knees under 
her thighs and rubbed my erect penis 
against her open vagina. She pushed 
herself down against me and | easily 
slipped all the way in. She humped me 
furiously and | fucked her as hard as | 
could while watching her lick and stroke 
Gordon's cock. | guess the sensation was 
too intense for him because he came, 
spurting gobs of thick rich come down 
her gulping throat. | was amazed at her 
enthusiasm and eagerness to suck him 
dry. She had never given me a blowjob 
like that. 

The sight of her wet lips wrapped 
around Gordon's cock as he humped her 
face was too much for me, and | reached 
my climax, too. | shot my !oad deep in- 
side her vagina while her pussy con- 
tracted around my dick. After | came | 
continued to fuck Heidi’s pussy, spread- 
ing her cunt lips apart with my fingers 
and rubbing her clitoris. She was still 
sucking Gordon's dick while he played 
with her tits. 

When Gordon removed himself from 
Heidi's stomach, she sat up and mo- 
tioned me closer. She whispered that she 
wanted to taste my come, and | eagerly 
pushed my cock toward her waiting 
mouth. Grabbing my balls, she pulled my 
penis to her face, immediately sucking 
and licking all the come she could from 
my dick. Then, tomy amazement, Gor- 
don went down again between her thighs. 
She arched her back, stretching herself 
out like a cat, really enjoying all this. Gor- 
don rubbed his hands along the inside 
of her thighs as he ate her. She raised 
her knees and crossed her ankles be- 
hind his head to hold him to her. She 
slowly humped his face as he slurped on 
her soaking vagina. 

Meanwhile | was as hard as a rock 
again as Heidi sucked me with obvious 
pleasure. | rubbed her arms and shoul- 
ders and tits. She soon had a thin sheen 
of sweat over her body, and she twisted 
from side to side, moaning loudly as Gor- 
don continued to work on her vagina. 
Suddenly he came up from her cunt and 
left the room, telling us that he’d be right 
back. | took the opportunity to finger my 
wife’s cunt and get into a much-dreamed- 
of sixty-nine with her. While | nibbled on 
her clit, she pulled my dick deeper into 
her mouth by spreading her hands over 
my ass checks. | was in heaven, and so 
was Heidi. We were like that for quite 
some time when Gordon re-entered the 
room, brandishing a dildo. Heidi slipped 
out from under me and slipped the dildo 
into her pussy while Gordon and | 
watched her fuck herself with the tool. He 
bent down to her open legs to once more 
suck and lick her thighs and around her 
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My friend Mimi 
and | were having 
lunch in a restau- 
rant with a large 
number of black 
couples among its 
diners, an 
extremely unfamiliar 
sight in high-end 
Los Angeles. 

Mimi, who is 22, 
blond, a U.S.C. graduate 
from a wealthy family, 
looked painfully at 
the black diners. “I really 
think,” she said unself- 
consciously, “that there 
should be a law making sure 
that black people and 
white people aren't allowed 
to eat in the same room. 

Or maybe there could be a 
partition or something.” 

“They tried that for a long 
time,” | said. “Eventually, 
Americans realized that it 
was sickening and a violation 
of the Constitution.” 

“| don’t care,” Mimi said. 
“L really think black people 
and white people shouldn't 
eat together.” 

Mimi has a roommate 
named Debbie, who is also 
cute and young. She's from 
Kentucky. For the past 
few months, she has been 
going out with a Jewish 
man in the advertising 
business. “You know,” Mimi 
said, “Debbie's old friends 
won't even talk to her 
anymore. They're totally 
sick of the way she only goes 
out with Jews. Why can't 
she stay with her own kind?” 

For her part, Debbie is 
trying desperately to get into 
a beach club here, one 
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which has as its major 
selling points its fine 
location on the Pacific 
near Malibu, and its 
absolutely airtight restric- 
tions against Jews, blacks, 
Mexicans, Iranians, Orien- 
tals, or anyone not clearly 
and demonstrably Nordic. 
Debbie does not see any 
contradiction in the way she 
lives her life. “After all, | 
like Marty, but | don't want 
to be around Jews all 
day,” she explains. 
Another longtime 
friend, Maren, a 
summa cum laude 
graduate of Wellesley, now a 
successful writer here, nods 
sympathetically when | tell 
her these stories. She is 
24. The problem is that she is 
not sympathetic to my 
outrage. She is sympathetic 
to Mimi and Debbie. “! know 
how they feel,” she says. “I 


law here that keeps Iranians 
from being able to eat at 
the same restaurants as other 
people. |'m sorry, but they 
are so disgusting that | don't 
think that | should have to 
sit near them and look at their 
greasy hair and smell their 
cologne. If that makes me a 
racist, that’s just too bad.” 
Brad, a college student who 
has helped out with my 
garden, is in a fraternity with 
Greek letters. Is it racially 
exclusive? “I don't know 
exactly what you mean by 
that,” he says. “The campus 
won't allow us to be racially 
discriminatory, but we gener- 
ally find a way to make sure 
that there are only two Jews in 


would give anything to have a 


the class each year, and no 
Orientals at all—unless we 
desperately need someone to 
raise our grade point 
average.” 

Is this wrong? asks the 
voice of the sixties. “Maybe it 
is,” Brad says. “But people 
are happier when they're 
around their own kind. | really 
think so. It would mean a lot 
of trouble we don't need 
to have people who don't 
belong. If that’s racist, it's just 
the way things are.” 

Brad adds a thoughtful 
note. “I don’t really see what's 
wrong with not wanting to 
be around black people 
or Mexican people or Iranians. 
Black people are always 
killing one another. So are 
Mexicans. Iranians are all 
crooks. As far as I'm 
concerned, not wanting them 
around me may be racism 
to you, but it’s the same as 
protecting my family to me.” 

| don't pretend for a minute 
that | have done a scientific 
survey. | haven't. But | can 
promise you that among the 
affluent white L.A. kids | 
see all day, racism is not 
morally objectionable. 
Whatever taint it had in the 
late 1960s and 1970s, 
whatever taint it may still 
have in drawing rooms, racism 
has lost that taint in the slice 
of young America that | 
see. How did this happen? 
Does it have to do with the 
collapse of liberal education 
in general? Is it connected 
with young people's ignorance 
of when the Civil War was, 
or who Kennedy was? Is 
it part of the collapse of ethics 


that brought us Drexel 
Burnham Lambert and Marion 
Barry? Is it a return to more 
primal feelings as civilization 
shrinks its domain under 

the hammerblows of 
ignorance, selfishness, and 
laziness at every social level? 

Or is today’s racism the 
consequence of the observed 
fact that a disproportionate 
amount of today’s crime, 
drug abuse, homelessness, 
AIDS, and family disintegration 
comes from non-whites? Is 
it a superficial response 
of anger at and fear of those 
who don't fit into an industrial 
society and who often 
happen to be non-white? Or 
that people in trouble with 
the S.E.C. are often Jewish? 
Is it fear without a larger 
perspective? 

If you press young people 
about why they hate blacks 
or Hispanics or Iranians or 
Jews, you usually get down 
to fear. Fear of violence, 
fear of getting cheated, fear 
of being left behind. Fear 
of the other who could hurt 
you, physically or emotionally 
or financially. 

Frankly, if that’s the expla- 
nation, it's hard to see how 
racism is anything other than 
a growth industry. Non- 
whites aren't going to stop 
being violent in dispropor- 
tionate numbers anytime 
soon. Iranians and Jews aren't 
going to become passive 
and meek tomorrow. And fear 
in the form of racism is going 
to be around for a while. | 
think-we are at the top of a 
long, frightening chute without 
any bottom in sight.O+-—g 
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3 ve Had) The Time Of My Life etc. 

‘CA 182522 
Sal Galway: Greatest Hits * Memory, 
The Pink Panther, 18 more. RCA 173233 
The Judds: Greatest Hits * Give A 
Little Love, Love Is Alive, 
etc. RCA 144578 


By Request...The Best 
Of John Williams & 
The Boston Po 
Philips 12! 
The Police: Every Breath 
You Take—The Singles 
173924 
— Pa pg Sing, 
ng, Sing Title song, 
more. RCA assy & 
Richard Marx: Repeat Offender 
Satisfied, Angelia, Etc. EMI 101118 
Beethoven, Symphony No. 9 (Choral 
R. Norrington, conductor. Ange! 10046 
Diana Ross & The Supremes: 20 
Greatest Hits * Motown 163867 


Dokken: Beast From 


Hits * Fire & Rain, more. 
Warner Bros. 123790 


Last Cigarette, etc. Sire 

Roy Orbison: Mystery Girl « vay Got It, 
title song, etc. Virgin 100842 
Soiti, Chicago Symphony: Dvofak, 
Symphony No. 9 (New "T5168 
London 1151 
Steve Winwood: Chronicles * His bi 
gest hits! Island 134 
Debbie Gibson: Out Of The Blue * Onl 
In My Dreams, more. Atlantic 1 

Billy Idol: Vital Idol * Mony Mony, White 
Wedding (Parts | & Il), Chrysalis 154038 


The East “Live” hits Walk 


YES, Please accept my membership in the BMG Compact 
Away, etc. Elektra 200717 


Disc Club and send me the four compact discs |'ve indicated 
here, billing me for just shipping and handling under the terms 


Guns N’ Roses: Ap- 
tite For Destruction 
icome To The Jungle, 

etc. Geffen 170348 


Solti, Chicago Sym- The of this ad. | need buy just 1 CD at regular Club prices during the 
phon : Tchal koveky, Bc next year—after which | can choose a FREE CD! That's 6 for 

the price of 1...with nothing more to buy ever! (Shipping & 
Robert Palmer: juny mone handling is added to each shipment.) 


Nova * Simply Irresisti- 
ble, etc. EMI 100035 


Elton John: Reg Strikes Back * | Don't RUSH ME 
Wanna Go On With You Like That. Dirty Dancing: Live In Concert THESE 4 CDs 
MCA 100602 Hungry Eyes, Yes, etc. RCA 201026 


D.J. Jazzy Jeff & The Fresh Prince: He's 
The D.J., I'm The Rappers Jive 264134 
Pet Shop Boys: Introspective * Domino 
Dancing’ ete EMI 100681 


Count Basie: April In Paris * Title song, 
Shiny Stockings, etc. Verve 164004 
Itzhak Periman: French Violin 
Showpieces * DG 115457 


zz as 


lam mostinterested inthe } 1 (1) EASY LISTENING (instrumental/Vocai Moods) 


Tracy Chapman ° Fast Car, Talkin’ ‘Bout A Gordon Lightfoot: Gord's baer — musical category checked 
Flavondion: att. Elektra 153582 classics! Reprise — deste baa 20, COUNTRY 3 (1 HARD ROCK 
Ella Fitzgerald & Louis caren “ene y 

Bont Nony Be Hasoy ote EMl testes & Louis April in Paris, etc. Verve 1 (checkone only): J 4() POP/SOFTROCK 5 (CLASSICAL 

3 XTC: Oranges And Lemons The Mayor 
Simon & Garfunkel: The Concert In A 
Central Park * Mrs. Robinson, etc. Of Simpleton, others. Geffen 201086 
Warner Bros. 244006 Milli Vanilli: Girl You Know It’s True OMR 
Steve Earle: Copperhead Road > ~Snake soe -— others. Arista 101048 OMRS 
Oil, title song, more. UNI 00679 harlie Parker & Dizzy Gillespie: Bird . First Name Cast Narn (PLEASE PRINT) 
Cocktail (Original BESS costs And Diz*'Leap Frog, etc. Verve 173413 O MISS 
Elektra 100459 Patsy Cline: 12 Greatest Hits + | Fall To 
Canadian Brass: More Greatest Hits Pieces, Crazy, more. MCA 153849 Ractess 
Sabre Dance, more. RCA 164348 Van Halen: OU812* When It's Love, Black 
45's On CD, Vol. 1 * Big Bopper, Rick And Blue, etc. Warner Bros. 150913 
Nelson, Sheb Wooley, etc. Polydor 150044 Winger * Seventeen. Atlantic 100830 Cit State Zi 

INSTANT HALF-PRICE BONUS SAVINGS! 
Telephone ( Pee 


SEE OTHER SIDE 
FOR DETAILS... 
AND 57 MORE HITS 
TO CHOOSE FROM 


ignature 


Limited to new members, continental U.S.A only. Current BMG CD Club 
members not eligible for this offer. - membership per family. We 
reserve the right to request additiona 
information or reject any ang [ wrss | @u) 

Local taxes, if any, will be added. 


ivith-nethimermoue 


Steve Winwood: Roll With It 
Holding On, etc. Virgin 
Metallica: And Justice For a ° PA 
Blackened, etc. Elektra 


The Beach whengh Endless aan 
etc. Capitol 223559 


The Duke Ellington Orchestra: 
Digital Duke * GRP 163356 
: The Number One Hits 


New Age Bach: The Goldberg Varia- 
tlons * Spiegelman, synthesizer. 
‘West 100488 


Phil Collins: Buster * Original — 
Picture Soundtrack. Atlantic 


Skid Row * Youth Gone Wild, sat ours, 


Diane nisin Talkin’ "Bout You * For 
Your Love, etc. GRP 100532 


The Cult: Sonic Temple * Fire Woman, 
Sun King, Soul Asylum, etc. Sire 101015 


Houston: Whitney + 
perma Pl Go, etc. Arista 
INSTANT HALF-PRICE BONUS PLAN 


Unlike other clubs, you get 50%-off Bonus Savings 
with every CD you buy at regular Club prices, 


Genesis: Invisible Touch aan ht 
Tonight, more. Atlantic 


Tone-Loc: Loc-Ed After Dark * Wild 


Thing, etc. Delicious Vinyl 101033 
Paula Abdul: Forever Your Girl 
Straight Up, others. Virgin 100933 


Edie Brickell & New Bohemians: 
Shooting Rubber Bands At The Stars 
What! Am, Circle, etc. Geffen 100789 
Fine Young Cannibals: The Raw And 
The Cooked * |.R.S. Digital 101068 
Mike + The Mechanics: The Living 
Years * Nobody's Perfect, etc. 
Atlantic 100710 
Van Morrison & The Chieftans: Irish 
Heartbeat * Mercury 100489 
Mike Oldfield: Tubular Bells * Music 
from ‘The Exorcist: Virgin 170345 
Guns N’ Roses: GN’R Lies * Patience, 
Used To Love Her, etc. Geffen 100805 
Horowitz In Moscow °* Classical music's 
#1 album, a Grammy winner! DG 125264 
The Complete Lester Young * Just You 
And Me, etc. er = 164163 
The Sun Story * Songs from Elvis 
Presley, Johnny Cash,.etc. Rhino 244534 
Dave Grusin: Cinemagic * Movie 

133316 


themes. GRP 

——s * Haunting film soundtrack, 
music by Philip Glass. Nonesuch 172268 
Chicago: 19 * | Don't Wanna Live Without 
Your Love, more. Reprise 154404 
Peter Cetera: One More a 
Warner Bros. 

Pavarotti At Carnegie Hall « ae, worild- 
famous tenor in concert! London 115311 
Classic Old & Gold, Vol. 1° So 
sion, more. Laurie 

Eric Cl er Time Pieces (tis tile Best 
Of): etc. Polydor 123385 
K.T. Oslin: This Woman * Hold Me, 
Money, title song, etc. RCA 100579 
Vangelis: Direct * The Motion Of Stars, 
First Approach, etc. Arista 100470 
Charlie Parker: Compact Jazz 
Bird lives! Verve 153983 


Karyn White * Love Saw It, meant 
more. Warner Bros. 100832 
The Best Of Steely Dan: Decade * 14 
hits. MCA 154135 
pm yg rl Classics (14 Greatest 
Hits) * A&M 104871 


Alabama: Greatest Hits * Why Lad 
Why, Feels So Right, etc. RCA 12024 
Jethro Tull: Aqualung * Locomotive 
Breath, title song, etc. Chrysalis 124705 
Cinderella: Long Cold Winter * G 
Road, more. Mercury ah 
John Williams & The Boston 
Pops: Digital Jukebox * More, more. 
Philips 425059 
An Evening With Louis Armstron 
GNP Crescendo 270108 


Bobby Brown: Don’t Be Cruel * My 
Perogative, Roni, etc. MCA 100621 
Huey Lewis: Small World * Perfect 
World, etc. Chrysalis 134347 . 
R.E.M.: Eponymous ¢ Fall On Me, The 
One | Love, etc. IRS 100701 
Dwight Yoakam: Buenas Noches From 
A Lonely Room * Reprise 100009 
Jimmy : Outrider * Led — 
guitarist solo! Geffen 

Robert Plant: Now And Zen « hase 
Knows, etc. Es Paranza 134392 
Led Zeppelin: Houses Of The Holy 
D'yer Maker, etc. Atlantic 134321 
20 Great Love Songs Of The 50s & 60s 
Vol.1* Only You, more. Laurie 120768 


effective with your first full-price purchase! 
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Viennese Bonbons * Vienna Phil. Orch./ 
Lorin Maazel. DG 115287 
INXS: Kick * Need You Tonight, Devil In- 
side, title song, etc. Atlantic 153606 
David Sanborn: Close-Up * Siam, You 
Are Everything, J.T. etc. nace’ 134408 
Rubinstein: Brahms, Piano Concerto 
No. 2 & Solo Plano Works ° Ri RCA 114760 
Al Jarreau: Heart's Horizon * Killer Love, 
One Way, etc. Warner Bros. 100716 
Willie Nelson: All-Time Greatest Hits 
100705 


Hand 100707 Vol. 1* 20 greats! RCA 


COMPACT DISCS now! 
pay only shipping and handling with membership 


Start with 


Buy just smash hit in one year’s time. 


FREE BONUS CD 
Then get of your choice. 
Enjoy CDs for the 
price of one: 


START NOW WITH 4 COMPACT DISCS! 


Yes, pick any 4 compact discs shown here! You need buy just one selection at regular 
Club prices (usually $14.98-$15.98)...and take up to one full year to do it. Then you can 
choose another CD free as a bonus. That's 6 compact discs for the price of 1 and there's 
nothing more to buy...ever! (Shipping & handling added to each shipment.) 


HOW THE CLUB OPERATES 

You select from hundreds of exciting compact discs described in the Club's magazine 
mailed to you approximately every 3 weeks (19-times a year). Each issue highlights a 
Featured Selection in your preferred music category, plus alternate selections. If you'd 
like the Featured Selection, do nothing. It will be sent to you automatically. If you'd prefer 
an alternate selection, or none at all, just return the card enclosed with each issue of your 
magazine by the date specified on the card. You will have at least 10 days to decide, or 
you may return your Featured Selection at our expense for full credit. Cancel your 
membership at any time after completing your membership agreement, simply by writing 
to us. 

FREE 10-DAY TRIAL : 

Listen to your 4 introductory selections for a full 10 days. If not satisfied, return them with 
no further obligation. You send no money now, so complete the postpaid reply card and 
mail it today. 


BMG Compact Disc Club 6550 E. 30th St., Indianapolis, IN 46219-1194. CD617A 


Sun exposure is more deadly than most 
people realize. But if you want to 
minimize damage, pick a sun block with 
the highest sun protection factor. 


HEALTH 


BY GARY NULL 


| am fanatical about the 
beach and love the look of a 
deep, healthy tan. Is the 
sun really as bad for me as 
I've been hearing? Will | 
really wrinkle before my time 
or develop some horrible 
skin cancer just from spena- 
ing my summer weekends 
at the beach? 


The next time you're on the 
beach, or simply outside on a 
sunny day, take a moment 

to imagine yourself ten years 
older. What kind of complex- 
ion will you have? If you 
want beautiful, smooth skin 
with few wrinkles, you had 
better beware. Every time you 
leave your skin unprotected, 
the sun causes cumulative 
and irreversible damage. 

Prolonged sun exposure 
causes four types of skin 
damage: pigment change, 
loss of elasticity, heavy wrin- 
kling, and skin cancer. But 
with the use of sun blocks 
and sunscreens, there is 
hope for safer sunning. 

Sun blocks and sunscreens 
prevent skin damage because 
they contain ingredients that 
absorb ultraviolet radiation, 
the major risk factor in sun- 


light. The difference between 
sun blocks and sunscreens 
is a matter of the potency 

of the sun protection factor 
(SPF). Sun preparations 

with an SPF of 15 or under 
are classified as sunscreens. 
Sun blocks are those prepa- 
rations with SPFs above 

15. SPF indicates the ratio 
between the amount of ultra- 
violet-ray exposure required 
to cause skin redness when 
using a sunscreen, as com- 
pared to the amount required 
without one. For example, if 
you select a sunscreen 

with an SPF of 15, your skin 
can be safely exposed to the 
sun 15 times longer than if 
you used no protection. This 
doesn't mean you can loll 

in the sun worry-free for 
endless hours. The sun is a 
lot more powerful than most 
people realize. But a sun 
block or sunscreen gives you 
a certain amount of protec- 
tion against a serious burn or 
skin cancer. 

The most common skin 
cancers are basal- and 
squamous-cell carcinomas, 
both of which are treatable 
with minor surgery if diag- 
nosed early. Fair-skinned 
people tend to run a greater 
risk of skin cancer. Ted Kop- 
pel had a basal carcinoma 
removed from his eyelid 
three years ago. Former 
president Ronald Reagan, 
Nancy Reagan, and President 
George Bush have also 
been treated. 

A few bad burns are more 
destructive than slow tanning 
over time, but Koppel attri- 
butes his skin cancer to 
the four years he spent in 
Southeast Asia as a corre- 
spondent for ABC. 

Protecting yourself is simple 
enough to make risk taking 


totally unnecessary. Sun- 
screens are available with 
SPFs starting at 2. Sun blocks 
have protection factors that 
go up to 30. Which one is for 
you? Suppose you normally 
start to burn after ten minutes 
in the sun unprotected. A 
sunscreen with an SPF of 8 
would allow you to stay in the 
sun up to 80 minutes without 
burning. The higher the 

SPF, the longer you can stay 
in the sun. Choose the right 
one by determining your 

skin type and previous sun 
experience. Here's a basic 
guideline: If you always burn 
easily, never tan, use SPF 

15 to 30; burn easily, tan 
minimally: SPF 8; burn mod- 
erately, tan gradually: SPF 

6; burn minimally, always tan 
well: SPF 4. 

Dermatologists agree that 
the higher the SPF, the safer 
your skin. All sun exposure 
is damaging, and the more 
exposure, the more damage. 
If you really want to minimize 
damage to the greatest 
extent, pick the product with 
the highest SPF A good 
sun-protection product will 
have several ultraviolet- 
absorbing ingredients 
approved by the FD.A. Famil- 
iar ones are PABA (para- 
aminobenzoic acid) and 
cinnamate. 

Some people experience 
allergic reactions to these 
ingredients, so be on the alert 
for rashes, swelling, or pain. 
Your physician or pharmacist 
should be able to help you 
select a product that best 
suits your skin. 

Be sure to use a sunscreen 
or block that’s waterproof or 
water-resistant, so you won't 
lose the protection when 
you jump in the ocean or work 
up a sweat while roasting 


on the sand. Just to be on 
the safe side, and because 70 
to 80 percent of the sun’s 
harmful rays can penetrate 
through clouds, you need to 
use it even on overcast 
days. Furthermore, since wind 
will thin any sun treatment, 
it's not a bad idea to re-apply 
it periodically, even if you 
haven't been swimming or 
perspiring. 

Apply your sun preparation 
at least 30 minutes before 
going out into the sun. If you 
have dry skin, choose a 
cream-based product; if you 
have oily skin, try one with 
an alcohol base. Nose and lip 
protectors (zinc oxide works 
best) are a must, since these 
areas usually burn first and 
most severely. 

Certain drugs, skin creams, 
and perfumes can affect 
your skin's reaction to sun- 
light. Oral contraceptives and 
some antibiotics can make 
you especially sensitive 
to ultraviolet rays. If you are 
currently under medication, 
ask your physician or phar- 
macist if you should take 
extra precautions or even 
avoid exposure completely. 

Men should apply a sun 
block or screen over an 
aftershave lotion. Though 
some cosmetics, particularly 
foundations and lipsticks, 
may claim to contain sun pro- 
tection, they are usually 
rather weak. Women should 
apply a separate sunscreen 
(SPF 15) before putting on 
makeup, especially if they 
have fair skin. 

Enjoy the sun, whether on 
the beach, in your backyard, 
or while walking in the street, 
but protect yourself against 
sun damage and have your 
skin checked periodically 
by your doctor.O+-R 
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FIND THE CLUES HIDDEN IN THIS ISSUE, AND YOU COULD DRIVE AWAY 
ON THIS KAWASAKI ZX-10! ON YOUR MARK, GET SET ... GO! 


Is there anybody anywhere who hasn't at least once 
dreamed of taking off? Of simply chucking it all and setting 
out on the open road in search of adventure? In this special 
issue, there are six pages that will pave the way to that 
exciting possibility. 

Each of the six picture disks displayed below is a portion 
of a photo in an advertisement in this special 20th Anniver- 
sary Issue of Penthouse. Your challenge is to search for the 
pictures that match the clues and note the page number 
for each. For clues appearing on the front or back cover, 


consider that page number as zero. Should a clue page not 
have a number, use the first numbered page following that 
clue page. When you have found all six, add the page 
numbers to arrive at the grand total. Submit that solution to 
“Kawasaki Search Party,” and you could win! 

The Kawasaki ZX-10 (retailing for $6,599) is based on the 
already legendary Ninja formula for sleek styling and ex- 
traordinary power and handling. The ultra-light engine 
components deliver quick resoonse—all the way to the 
1,000 r.p.m. red line. 


OFFICIAL RULES 


No purchase necessary, Print your name, address, zip code, and the Search Party solution on a 3” x 5” 
sheet of paper. Mail your entry to: Kawasaki Search Party, Box 633, Gibbstown, New Jersey 08027. Enter as 
often as you wish; each entry must be mailed separately. We are not responsible for lost, illegible, mis- 
directed, or late mail. All entries must be received by December 30, 1989. Drawing immediately thereafter. 

The winner will be selected from among all eligible entries received in random drawings conducted by 
Power Group, Inc., an independent judging organization whose decisions are final, Odds are determined by 
the number of entries received. The winner will be notified by mail and required to sign and return an 
affidavit of eligibility and release within 15 days of the date on the letter of notification, or an alternate will 
be selected, The winner agrees to use of his/her name and likeness for publicity without additional 
compensation. Open to residents of the U.S, except employees and their families of: Penthouse interna- 
tional Lid. and Kawasaki Motor Corporation, U.S.A., their subsidiaries or affiliates, their advertising and 
production agencies, and Power Group, Inc. All federal, state, and local laws and regulations apply. Void 


where prohibited. The prize is a Kawasaki Ninja ZX-10, valued at $6,599. Prize is not transferable, assignable, or 
redeemable for cash. No substitution for prize except as necessary due to availability, Prize includes 
standard equipment only. Licensing, registration, sales tax, transportation, and dealer preparation charges 
are the winner's responsibility. The winner will be required to pick up the prize from nearest dealership 
location. If won by a person under 21 years of age, prize will be awarded to the winner's parent or legal 
guardian, Winner releases Penthouse International Ltd.. Kawasaki Motor Corporation, U.S.A., and Power 
Group, Inc. from all liability regarding prize awarded, Taxes are winner's responsibility. 

For the solution and a copy of the official rules, send a stamped, self-addressed envelope to: Kawasaki 
Rules, Box 634, Gibbstown, New Jersey 08027 by November 30, 1989. No return postage for WA and VT; VT 
postage will be refunded 

For name of winner, send stamped, self-addressed envelope to: Kawasaki Winner, Box 636, Gibbstown, NJ 
08027 by January 31, 1990. 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 


Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 


Spike Lee’s gang let fly at the 
Cannes Film Festival, Belushi’s bio-pic 
Wired went haywire, and 


Nick Nolte talked about booze and sex. 


FILM 


BY MARCIA PALLY 


There was no dancing for 
white people at the 1989 
Cannes Film Festival—no 
disco or ballroom at the 
champagne parties of 
Europe's most prestigious 
film event. It was my biggest 
disappointment. | figured 
that if there can be a four- 
piece band at the party 
thrown by the U.S. Army in 
Berlin (not the loosest hips in 
the world) during that city’s 
film festival, then the Riviera 
should at least make par. 

But no. At Cannes, only black 
people had dancing. Spike 
Lee's entourage, in town 

to boost Do the Right Thing 
(see Penthouse, August 
1989), let fly at sunset soirees 
along the beach while | was 
stuck with the white wallflow- 
ers. It’s taken every bit of 

my integrity to keep from 
being pissy about Lee's movie 
merely out of pique. 

Cannes’s Palme D'Or first 
prize went to sex, lies and 
videotape, the directorial 
debut of 26-year-old Steven 
Soderbergh, scheduled to 
open in the U.S. shortly. About 
the damage of the lies we 
tell ourselves and others, sex, 
lies and videotape is wry 
20 PENTHOUSE 


and probing, and Soderbergh 
clearly has, as they say, a 
future in pictures, but | can't 
see that this very ingenuous, 
if sincere, film has the sweep 
or wisdom to warrant Europe's 
most honored award. James 
Spader, playing the sensitive 
leading man in a welcome 
change from the cads he 
portrayed in Less Than Zero 
and Baby Boom, earned 

his Best Actor award—as did 
Meryl Streep for her under- 
stated performance in A 

Cry in the Dark—but my 
choice for the Palme D’Or 
would've gone to The Time of 
the Gypsies (due out in the 
U.S. in October), Sweetie, 
Mystery Train (opening here 
this month), or Speaking 
Parts. 

Speaking Parts is Canadian 
director Atom Egoyan’s 
fourth persistent and searing 
investigation into media 
and human motives. In Mys- 
tery Train, Jim Jarmusch 
(Stranger Than Paradise, 
Down by Law) most fully 
plays out his obsession with 
time, isolation, and the ties 
that pop culture weaves 
among us. 

Yugoslavian director Emir 
Kusturica, whose last film 
was the exuberant When 
Father Was Away on Busi- 
ness, won Best Director at 
Cannes this year for his The 
Time of the Gypsies, a portrait 
of a hectic, alien world that 
won't let you out of its chaos. 
Where When Father was 
hearty and energetic, this 
movie is peasant Dadaism. 
Sweetie is Australian director 
Jane Campion's disturbing 
movie about psychosis and 
family ties, where even the 
camera work is brilliantly, 
rigorously mad. 

In addition to awards for 


good filmmaking, some other 
prizes beg to be given. My 
awards for best disappoint- 
ment go to Wired, Torrents of 
Spring, and Old Gringo. 

Larry Peerce's Wired, the 
controversial bio-pic on 
“Saturday Night Live” live wire 
John Belushi, is based on 
Bob Woodward's book and is 
due out in the U.S. later this 
year. A sort of musical version 
of the overblown anti-coke 
Less Than Zero, Belushi's 
story is told through the eyes 
of his corpse as it flies around 
over New York and L.A. 
reviewing its past sins like a 
bloated Topper. At the end, 
you haven't the vaguest clue 
why Belushi took drugs, 
but you do have an earful of 
lines like this: In his final 
overdosed moments, Belushi 
shouts, “| can't breathe. 
Breathe for me, Woodward.” 
Actress Gale Garnett leaned 
over to me and said, “It's a 
good thing Belushi wasn't 
dying of constipation.” 

Luis Puenzo’s Old Gringo, 
the Jane Fonda and Gregory 
Peck spectacle, is a farce 
and disaster that paints the 
1913 Mexican Revolution as a 
shoot-out and fiesta where 
even the hookers were happy. 
Torrents of Spring by Jerzy 
Skolimowski (Moonlighting), 
is a costume melodrama 
miscast with Timothy Hutton 
and Nastassja Kinski that 
would've better been left to 
the BBC. 

The award for this year’s 
best announcement of a new 
film project at Cannes goes 
to Franco Zeffirelli, who 
will direct Glenn Close and 
Mel Gibson in a new produc- 
tion of Hamlet. Close will 
play Gertrude and must be 
excited, considering what 
Zeffirelli’s last film, Young 


Toscanini, a camp classic 
that is the envy of The Rocky 
Horror Picture Show, did 

for its star, Elizabeth Taylor. In 
one scene, La Liz appeared 
in blackface. 

The best film titles at 
Cannes, irrespective of movie 
quality, were: Jesus Christ's 
Horoscope, Stuff Stephanie in 
the Incinerator, and based 
on the novel by black author 
Dany Laferriere, How to 
Make Love to a Negro With- 
out Getting Tired. 

The best press conference 
was the one for New York 
Stories (the assemblage of 
one-acts by Martin Scorsese, 
Francis Ford Coppola, and 
Woody Allen), where Rosanna 
Arquette in bright red lipstick 
looked like an 11-year-old 
high on Mommy's perfume 
and eating the rest of her 
makeup tray. Nick Nolte said 
he researched his character 
of a dissipated painter by 
drinking all day on the set and 
by “hanging around with a 
crazy Armenian artist in 
the early sixties who'd visit 
me and my friends and liked 
to grab the women and 
give them head on the bath- 
room sink, which always 
broke. Since then I’ve known 
exactly how to play a painter.” 
Arquette informed audiences 
that she did not let Nolte 
break sinks in this film. 

Dancing for white people 
finally surfaced at the Whisky 
A Go-Go disco, where, the 
invitation said, guests should 
arrive in the nude and do 
water ballet with the girls of 
the house—swimming tanks 
provided. I’m perplexed by 
this proposal. As Cannes 
is by the sea, | don’t see why 
| should pay for what | was 
happily accomplishing on the 
wallflower line. Ot 


~ FOR OVER A CENTURY © 
THE REIGNING VODKA. 


a 
Ps 
cs 


te : * oe a - ‘ = "Si Ao ee * 4; 
“SMIRNOFF” VODKA 40 & 50% Alc: by-Vol_ distilled from premium grain. © 1989 Ba: here {Divisiol AT Hortons, CT -Madein U.S.A? 


hah, CONRADENTIAL 


TEDDY BARED 


When Senate Democrats 
scolded John Tower for 
excessive enjoyment of wine 
and women, the Texas 
Republican gibed that some 
of his accusers weren't 
exactly monks, either. The 
hapless nominee for defense 
secretary might have gone 

a bit further in replying to 
Senator Edward Kennedy— 
one of the liberal Solomons 
who issued carefully worded 
statements about why Tower 
was ill-suited for office. 
Some years earlier, the senior 
senator from Massachusetts 
made a lewd assault on a 
young woman, holding her 
down and rubbing himself 
against her as she begged 
him to stop, a knowledgeable 
source has told us. 

The alleged victim, Carla 
Gaviglio, is a pretty brown- 
haired actress and singer who 
was working as a waitress 
at the time at La Brasserie, a 
French restaurant and politi- 
cal hangout on Capitol Hill. It 
was here, on a fall day in 
1987, according to The 
Washington Times, that a 
waitress discovered Teddy 
making love to his lunch 
companion on the floor of a 
private dining room. 

About a year and a half 
before that episode, accord- 
ing to an account confirmed 
by Gaviglio, Kennedy had 
become a regular visitor 
at the restaurant, often cutting 
up Animal House-—style with 
fellow Democrat and bachelor 
Senator Christopher Dodd 
of Connecticut. The men 
usually had attractive young 
women with them, a former La 
Brasserie staffer says, and 
a bar sometimes would be set 
up for them in a private room 
or an area away from other 
customers. 

“They were rowdy. They'd 
wrestle with each other, get 
stumbling drunk. You couldn't 
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BY SHARON CHURCHER 


bring drinks fast enough to 
them. That was the reason for 
giving them their own bar,” 
the ex-staffer contends. 

It was during one such 
evening, this source says, that 
Gaviglio was told by the 
bistro's co-owner, Raymond 
Campet, “The senators want 
to see you.” Though Gaviglio 
wasn't waiting on the two 
men that day, she had worked 
their table during previous 
visits, and Dodd knew her 
name, the ex-staffer says. 
“Kennedy and Dodd and their 
two young dates were seated 
in a room by themselves 
this particular evening. They’d 
finished their meal, and the 
dates had gone to use a 
ladies’ room in a different wing 
of the building, when 
Raymond delivered his 
message.” 

Gaviglio did as her boss 
ordered, says our source. 
“You wanted to see me?” the 
young woman asked the 
senators. Kennedy responded 
by “accosting” her, says the 
ex-staffer, picking her up 
and heaving her onto the 
table: “The crystal candle- 
sticks and champagne 
glasses shattered.” As she 
lay on her back, the senator 
grabbed her again and flung 
her on top of Dodd, says 


our source. Then Kennedy 
threw himself on top of the 
woman “and started rubbing 
his personals, his genitals,” 
over her, the source recalls. 

Crushed by Kennedy's 
bulk, Gaviglio later recalled 
that she couldn't see anything, 
says the source, but her 
impression was that the 
politician was still fully clothed. 
She implored, “Get off me!” 

At that point, another 
waitress entered the room. 
“Things were all tipped over 
and Kennedy was on top, 
Carla was in the middle, and 
Dodd was on the bottom,” 
this waitress says, adding that 
Gaviglio certainly appeared 
to be an unwilling party to 
this human sandwich. 
“Kennedy climbed off. He 
looked pretty embarrassed. | 
had to fix the table,” the 
waitress says. “The manager 
told us to keep what 
happened quiet.” 

Gaviglio told us, “That's 
accurate. What happened was 
very distressing to me. | 
don't want to comment 
further.” The young woman is 
said to have felt that she 
had been “treated like a 
servant, a scullery maid, by a 
man who thinks he’s Ameri- 
can royalty.” 

Running. into Gaviglio at La 


Brasserie a day or so later, 
Kennedy tried to make 
conversation, the ex-staffer 
says: “He said, ‘Would you 
happen to be upset about 
anything?’ She said, ‘Maybe. 
And he said, ‘Oh!’” 

Our sources say that other 
La Brasserie patrons, learn- 
ing of the alleged episode, 
would laughingly refer to it as 
“the waitress toss.” 

“But it does seem to raise 
the question of whether Tower 
was right about the way 
these guys behave,” the 
former La Brasserie staffer 
says. “Dodd came into La 
Brasserie one weekday with 
a woman at about 11, and 
they drank and drank until she 
left. At five, he was still in 
the restaurant, asleep at the 
table. People were coming in 
for happy hour, and a 
waitress had to wake him 
up.” Sometimes, the ex- 
staffer says, Dodd and 
Kennedy would stop partying 
to go to the Senate and vote. 
“Then they’d return to the 
restaurant and pick up where 
they left off.” 

Asked to comment on 
these episodes, including the 
alleged assault on Gaviglio, 
a spokesman for the 
Connecticut Democrat 
refused to put our question to 
the politician, asserting, 
“These stories are garbage.” 
La Brasserie co-owner 
Campet said, “| have no 
comment.” The restaurateur 
also declined to discuss 
The Washington Times report 
about Kennedy's alleged 
fling with a willing flame at the 
bistro. However, our sources 
have provided us with a copy 
of the senator's reservation 
and tab for that September 
Saturday. 

The senator and his blond 
companion savored two 
bottles of a California 
chardonnay, according to the 
bill, before indulging in a 
tryst that we feel free to 
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The New Orleans of my dreams 

is an enlightened mecca of interracial 
harmony, a true melting pot of 

cultural gumbo, where music sings a polyglot 
song and every night is Mardi Gras. 


BY VIN SCELSA 


Everybody has a place they 
dream about: a far-off, exotic, 
mythical site, a city of illusion 
that lies—like Dorothy's 
Oz—just beyond the rainbow 
of reality. It’s the place we 
promise ourselves one day to 
visit and settle down in, 
where all our aspirations will 
be achieved. Maybe for 
you it's Paris; maybe for her 
it's New York—there it is, 
shimmering in the distance, 
drawing you to it with a siren’s 
magnetic call, a utopia of 
limitless joy, peace, and 
fulfillment. 

For this New Jersey boy, 
Oz exists on that great south- 
ern bend in the Mississippi, 


of minstrel song, hard by 
the shores of the Pontchar- 
train: the Crescent (rather 
than the Emerald) City—New 
Orleans. It’s a place I've 
never been to—I’m almost 
afraid to go, really, under- 
standing that it could never 
live up to my expectations 
and afraid to face the inevit- 
able disappointment—but 
for most of my adult life, I’ve 
fantasized about what is 
often described as the most 
European of American cities, 
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down on the legendary levees 


my vision of it fired by fiction, 
films, and music. Writers 
have long tantalized me with 
their tales from what Ellen 
Gilchrist calls “the land 

of dreamy dreams’—Gilchrist 
and Tennessee Williams, 
Walker Percy and John Ken- 
nedy Toole. Films have given 


Be:,-yne tangible images: Bran- 
+ do's Stanley bellowing in 


Streetcar, Tom Waits's hipster 
deejay cruising through 
Down by Law, Ellen Barkin 
and Dennis Quaid inventing 
sex in The Big Easy. To this 
son of the north, New Orleans 
seems an oasis of tropical 
splendor where, as Quaid 
sang on The Big Easy sound 
track, there's always a “lace 
curtain blowin’ on a river 
breeze.” The New Orleans of 
my dreams is an enlightened 
mecca of interracial harmony, 
a true melting pot of cultural 
gumbo, where music sings a 
polyglot song and every 
night is Mardi Gras. 

And what music! From 
Louis Armstrong to Professor 
Longhair, Preservation Hall 
Jazz Band to Allen Toussaint! 
Jelly Roll Morton, Kid Ory, 
and Sidney Bechet! Lee 
Dorsey, Fats Domino, Irma 
Thomas, Dr. John! Dixieland, 
blues, zydeco, rock, Cajun, 
country, R & B—the music of 
New Orleans is as mixed a 
bag of sweet sounds and 
sultry rhythms as the place 
itself is a hodgepodge of 
cultural crossbreeding. Home 
of the annual Jazz and Heri- 
tage Festival, the city is 
recognized internationally as 
a hotbed of musical creativ- 
ity. And no group symbolizes 
the place and its music for 
me more than the Neville 
Brothers, the exuberant 
extended tribe that revolves 
around the core quartet of 


Aaron, Art, Charles, and 
Cyril, and has manifested 
itself over the years in guises 
as varied as the Meters and 
the Wild Tchoupitoulas. 

The Neville Brothers’ most 
recent album, Yellow Moon 
(A & M), contains the most 
fully realized and artistically 
successful material of their 
long career. It is the album 
that should finally alert the 
rest of the world to what New 
Orleans has known all 
along—that these people are 
the funkiest, most loving, 
most spiritually hip and tran- 
scendental cats around! 
Exquisitely produced by 
Daniel Lanois, this record is 
full of revelations. There's 
Aaron's honey of a falsetto— 
listen to how it caresses and 
renews Sam Cooke's classic 
“A Change Is Gonna Come,” 
or how it yodels and warbles 
through the title track. There's 
Cyril's third world—influenced 
drumming and political 
consciousness—in “My 
Blood” he sings of the com- 
mon thread that unites the 
people of “Mother Africa,” 
Haiti, the American Indian 
nations, Nicaragua, El Salva- 
dor, and Belfast, Ireland, 
and prays for their strength 
and perseverance; in “Sister 
Rosa” he pays tribute to 
Rosa Parks, whose refusal to 
yield her bus seat to a white 
woman in Montgomery, 
Alabama, in 1955 sparked 
the freedom and civil rights 
movement. There's Art's 
richly textured gospel heri- 
tage, reflected in the spirited 
“Fire and Brimstone,” and 
the achingly personalized 
“Will the Circle Be Unbroken” 
(those are real people being 
taken away by the hearse— 
sister, mother, Chief Jolly— 
and the pain of their passing 


is heartbreaking). There's 
Charles blowing his cool and 
fluid saxophone throughout, 
weaving his way in and 
around his brothers’ vocals 
as effortlessly as the Missis- 
sippi rounds its bends and 
flows to the sea. 

There are so many spiritual 
moments on Yellow Moon 
that | often come away from it 
feeling blessed with a gift 
of grace. There's a track here 
called “Healing Chant’— 
it's in some kind of voodoo 
gris-gris tongue | certainly 
don't understand, but it’s got 
a magic that defies literal 
awareness. Led by Charles 
Neville’s visionary horn play- 
ing, it never fails to make 
me feel united with a powerful 
force for good. 

There's a wonderful moment 
in the Neville Brothers perfor- 
mance film Tell /t Like It Is 
(Cinemax/HBO), when Bonnie 
Raitt (part of a guest roster 
that includes Herbie Hancock, 
John Hiatt, the Dixie Cups, 
Dennis Quaid, and newsman 
Ed Bradley!) stops singing 
backup to Aaron Neville 
as he hits a beautiful high 
note during his rendition of 
the title track. She steps back 
from the microphone, touches 
her hand to her heart, and 
smiles in wonderment, clearly 
moved and overjoyed to be 
sharing the stage with this 
man, privileged to be singing 
this classic song of his. In 
that gesture, | think Bonnie 
speaks for us all. Understand, 
then, that what I’m writing 
here is no objective critique. 
This is more in the line of 
a love letter, an overdue 
homage to the Neville Broth- 
ers, the best band in the 
city of my dreams. Save me 
a seat at Tipitina’s, guys— 
one day I'll be there. Ot+-_ 
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Serve up winners with 
the new CTS Thunder- 
stick—the most power- 
ful racket ever 
designed by Prince 
Manufacturing. Featur- 
ing the company’s 
exClusive “tip to grip” 
system, it provides 

the ultimate combination 
of power, performance, 
and control. 


lvan Lend! knows that 
the second-most 
important piece of 
tennis equipment (after 
the racket) is a good 
shoe. The Torsion Lendl 
GP from Adidas is 
state-of-the-art athletic 
footwear, providing 
maximum cushioning 
and support. 


GAME, SET, 
MATCH 
BY ROBYN D. LEE 


On the court or off, 
this warm-up suit from 
the Head Sports Wear 
fall collection can't 
be beat. Tested and re- 
tested for comfort, 
function, and fashion, it 
provides the ultimate 
in “playability.” 
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AGASSI 
Chances are you don't 
play like tennis ace 
Andre Agassi. But 
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MAXIMUM POWER 
New from Dunlop is 

the MAX Impact line of 
wide-body rackets. 
Pictured from left: The 
MAX Impact Pro, MAX 
Impact Plus, and MAX 
Impact Mid. All are 
designed so that the 
widest part of the racket 
is at the point of impact 
(“the sweet spot”), 
providing players with 
maximum power without 
sacrificing control. 

The solid, confident feel 
is further enhanced 

by a shock-absorbing 
compound known 

as Sorbothane, which 
minimizes vibration 

on impact. 
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If it’s true that the child 

is father to the man, 

then America is hung up on sex 
and bodily functions. 


FINAL STRAW 


BY RICHARD LEDERER 


For more than a quarter of a 
century, | have been a high 
school English teacher— 

an unrepentant inmate in the 
composition house of correc- 
tion. One of the fringe bene- 
fits of being a teacher is 
receiving the occasional jewel 
of a student blooper that 
gleams out from an essay or 
test paper. 

These side-splitting slips 
are collected by teachers 
around the country who don't 
mind sharing a little humor 
while taking their jobs seri- 
ously. | have now collected 
enough of them to make 
this pronouncement: Just as 
you can tell a lot about a 
person by how much his or 
her Freudian slips are show- 
ing, you can tell a lot about a 
nation by the kinds of boners 
and boo-boos, fluffs and 
flubs, goofs and gaffes its 
citizenry perpetuates— 
especially its young citizenry. 
After all, as one young scholar 
wrote, ‘Adolescence is that 
time in life between puberty 
and adultery.” 

Witness these student 
howlers, each a certifiably 
authentic, un-retouched gem 
of fractured English: 


¢ When a boy and a girl are 
deeply in love, there is no 
quilt felt between them. 

¢ A giant squid grabbed 
me with its testicles. 

¢ This book belongs in the 
anals of British literature. 

Students often revise his- 
tory beyond recognition: 

¢ Solomon, one of David's 
sons, had 300 wives and 700 
porcupines. 

¢ The Greeks invented 
three kinds of columns—co- 
rinthian, ironic, and dorc. 

¢ Victims of the blue bonnet 
plague grew boobs on their 
necks. 

¢ During the futile ages, 
people put on morality plays 
about ghosts, goblins, vir- 
gins, and other mythical 
creatures. 

¢ Sir Francis Drake circum- 
cised the world with a 100- 
foot clipper. 

e Johann Sebastian Bach 
wrote a great many musical 
compositions and had a 
large number of children. In 
between, he practiced on 
an old spinster which he kept 
up in his attic. 

e The winter of 1620 was a 
hard one for the settlers. 
Many people died and many 
babies were born. Captain 
John Smith was responsible 
for all this. 

¢ The nineteenth century 
was a time of a great many 
inventions. People stopped 
reproducing by hand and 
started reproducing by 
machine. 

¢ Cyrus McCormick 
invented the McCormick 
raper, which did the work of a 
hundred men. 

¢ Thomas Edison invented 
the pornograph. 

And even the science and 
mathematics classrooms 
are not immune from verbal 


schoolishness: 

¢ A triangle which has an 
angle of 135 degrees is 
called an obscene triangle. 

¢ Artificial insemination 
is when the farmer does it to 
the cow and not the bull. 

¢ A virgin forest is a place 
where the hand of man has 
never set foot. 

¢ To be a good nurse, you 
must be absolutely sterile. 

In all fairness to pupils 
throughout our land, | must 
point out that slaughtering the 
English language is a prac- 
tice not limited to students. An 
astonishing number of grown- 
ups blithely go about mur- 
dering the King’s English 
without any inkling that they 
are commiting a serious 
crime. Here's a sampling of 
notes written by parents 
to excuse their children’s 
absences from school: 

e Please excuse Gloria 
from Jim today. She is admin- 
istrating. 

e Please excuse Pedro 
from being absent yesterday. 
He had dtahre dyrea cireathe 
the shits. 

e Please excuse Tom for 
being absent yesterday. 

He had diarrhea and his 
boots leak. 

¢ Please excuse Jimmy for 
being. It was his father’s 
fault. 

e Please excuse Burma. 
She has been sick and under 
the doctor. 

¢ Please excuse Mary from 
being absent yesterday. She 
was in bed with gramps. 

¢ Maryann was absent 
December 11—16, because 
she had a fever, sore throat, 
headache, and upset stom- 
ach. Her sister was also sick, 
fever and sore throat. Her 
brother had a low-grade fever 
and ached all over. There 


must be the flu going around 
school. Her father even got 
hot last night. 

e Please forgive Clarence 
for being absent from school 
the past few days. He was 
home sick from an operation. 
He had penis trouble and 
had to be serpent sized. 

Even the faculties in our 
schools are teaching without 
all their faculties. A colleague 
from Santa Monica wrote 
me: “Several years ago, Evel 
Knievel talked about jumping 
the Grand Canyon. Appar- 
ently his vehicle had an eject 
mechanism. | proceeded 
to talk to my students about 
this stunt and said, ‘Evel 
Knievel will probably ejaculate 
while attempting to jump 
the Grand Canyon.” 

One of the most sage and 
revealing gaffes escaped 
from the lips of a high school 
English teacher from Brook- 
lyn who, during a class dis- 
cussion of the immigrant 
experience in America, 
observed: “The traditional 
metaphor for our varied 
population used to be ‘the 
melting pot.’ But we have 
found that ethnic populations 
don't really melt in this coun- 
try. A more accurate label 
is ‘the ethnic stew.’ In a stew, 
each ingredient contributes 
to the flavor of the whole 
while retaining its discrete 
individuality. For example, in 
a stew, the carrots retain 
their carrotness, the potatoes 
retain their potatoness— 
and the peas retain their 
peaness.” 


Richard Lederer is the author 
of Anguished English (Wyrick 
& Company, Dell) and, due 
out this month in hardcover 
from Pocket Books, Crazy 
English.Ot+- 
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A growing number of victims of 


incurable diseases 


are deciding to take control 


over their own dying. 


JUSTICE 


BY ALAN M. DERSHOWITZ 


It was comparable to “a 
serialized gang murder,” 
according to the director of 
the International Anti-Eutha- 
nasia Task Force. Not to 

be outdone, conservative 
commentator and former 
White House aide Patrick 
Buchanan likened it to acts 
committed by the Nazis 
under Adolf Hitler. 

What horrible deed war- 
ranted these comparisons? 
Mass murder? A gangland 
hit? A terrorist attack? No. At 
issue was the assisted sui- 
cide of a 43-year-old woman 
who, dying of a fast-spread- 
ing and painful form of can- 
cer, decided to pick the 
time and circumstances of 
her death rather than leave it 
to the vagaries of her illness. 

The story is the kind of 
nightmare every family fears. 
A routine medical checkup, 

a suspicious finding, further 
tests—and then the dreaded 
news: cancer. Every possible 
treatment and therapy is 
tried, but the cancer has 
spread throughout the body, 
even to her brain. It is hope- 
less, and death will not be 
painless and dignified. It will 
involve convulsions, vomiting 
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blood, and indescribable 
pain. 

Most families confronting 
the inevitability of a painful 
death simply let nature take 
its inexorable course. But 
a growing number of victims 
of incurable diseases are 
deciding to take control over 
their own dying. Patricia 
Rosier was one such cancer 
victim whose decision to 
end her life with her hus- 
band’s assistance was com- 
pared to serialized gang 
murder and Nazi atrocities. 

Although the media char- 
acterized her death as a 
“mercy killing,” it is more aptly 
described as a “mercy sui- 
cide,” because she made the 
decision to end her life, not 
her family or doctors. We 
don't even have a technical 
term for this growing phe- 
nomenon—a term akin to the 
rather cumbersome “euthana- 
sia,” which is defined as 
“the act... of painlessly put- 
ting to death persons suffer- 
ing from incurable conditions 
or diseases.” In the absence 
of a pronounceable Greek 
term—“heosthanasia’ will 
never catch on—I will stick to 
“mercy suicide.” 

A mercy suicide, when 
committed by an adult of 
sound mind, is not a crime. In 
some religions it may be a 
sin to play God by hastening 
death even by minutes or 
hours. Under some philoso- 
phies, it may be morally 
wrong to deny oneself a few 
extra days of painful life. 

But regardless of philosophy 
or religion, no civilized soci- 
ety today would regard a 
terminal patient who 
attempted suicide as a 
criminal. 

Mercy killing—the taking of 
the life of another person 


who Is suffering and usually 
no longer sentient—is quali- 
tatively different from mercy 
suicide in the eyes of the law. 
Indeed, it is fair to say that 
the eyes of the law are blind 
to the very notion of mercy 
killing. They are blind in 

two ways: The letter of the 
law simply does not recog- 
nize mercy as a defense 

to murder; it regards all 
deliberate killing as murder, 
whether done in the name 

of love or hate. Although 

in practice most prosecutors 
close their eyes to such 
cases, vindictive or oppor- 
tunistic ones occasionally will 
try to make a test case out 
of a mercy killing that has 
come to their attention. 

The line between mercy 
suicide and mercy killing is 
not always crystal-clear. 
Sometimes it is simply a 
function of timing or hap- 
penstance. When what was 
originally intended as an 
unassisted mercy suicide 
cannot be completed without 
the help of others, it becomes, 
in the eyes of a prosecutor, 

a criminal mercy killing. 

That is essentially the 
Rosiers'’ story. What began 
as a clear case of mercy 
suicide by Patricia Rosier 
ended up with her husband 
Peter being tried for first- 
degree murder, conspiracy 
to murder, and attempted 
murder. 

The basic facts were not in 
dispute, but the legal conse- 
quences of those facts gave 
rise to one of the most con- 
tentious and emotional cases 
in Florida legal history. 

Peter and Patricia met 
when they were 13 and mar- 
ried at 21, during his first 
year of medical school in New 
York. Peter became a doctor 


specializing in pathology, 
and eventually chairman of 
the pathology department at 
the local hospital in Fort 
Myers, Florida. 

The two had been married 
for more than 20 years when 
Patricia was diagnosed as 
having cancer. They were a 
handsome couple—she a 
beautiful blonde, he with 
rugged good looks and 
boundless energy. They drove 
his-and-her Rolls-Royces, 
traveled to South America to 
hunt butterflies, and played 
a mean game of tennis. They 
lived in an expensive home 
on well-manicured grounds in 
an exclusive neighborhood 
of Fort Myers. Their living 
room was decorated with 
what the local newspaper 
described as “semi-nude 
photographs of Pat taken by 
a professional photographer.” 
They had two teenagers. 

Like other couples living in 
the fast lane of a slow town, 
the Rosiers’ lives were not 
without controversy. Their 
somewhat ostentatious life- 
style generated resentment 
and gossip among some 
neighbors and colleagues. 
When Peter once strayed from 
his otherwise faithful devotion 
to Patricia—he had a brief 
affair with a hospital secretary 
several years before Patri- 
cia’s illness—there was talk of 
divorce. But Peter ended 
the liaison and the couple 
lived happily—until that 
terrible spring day in 1985 
when a chest X ray, part of a 
routine medical checkup, 
disclosed a suspicious 
shadow on Patricia’s lung. 
Three days later a biopsy was 
performed at her husband’s 
hospital. He was the patholo- 
gist in charge, and as soon 
as he looked at the slide, 


Marlboro 


<a 


\! is . 
j ' = 7* 2 > /- 
Be a 7% tee : 
‘ ; 
Fs ies ; ‘ 
TZ Py / 22 € 
| 4 “* Pl * ‘6 
lee - 2 
Y * af ‘ 
|* #. . 
aes ® or : s 
: i at oer. * + - 
. at * + 

i i eG Ae ‘* 4 

fe. r ¥% 2 = - ‘+ 
ier nd ¥ y - — © A = ; e 4 

Fi Ps « * e : 

, . te fo »* Z ? 
Sh Fae ’ = ‘ 

we 4 a.* « 
pe TESS y ae ; ro ae oe 
Fae he 2 3 , : . */ 8 
/ “Ser iy ‘ =< 2 ‘ 7 
5 be se -% ow = : ’ 

a. f 4" 3 Sa? . % . 
oats wr. *¢ I : ; we . ¥ 

og OL * “ 


pir Nia ee ial 
eh ORS Src: gah i van 


© Philip Morris Inc, 1989 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal 
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight. 


he knew that it was lung cancer. He de- 
cided to give up his practice to devote 
himself to caring for his wife and children. 

The couple tried everything—surgery, 
chemotherapy, radiation. Nothing worked. 
Within months, four brain tumors were 
discovered, and there were no more 
treatment options. Patricia's doctors told 
her that if she terminated all treatment, 
she would die within hours, days, or—at 
most—weeks. 

The pain was beginning to be unbear- 
able. The vomiting of blood and pus was 
persistent. But Patricia remained emo- 
tionally strong and mentally rational. She 
even appeared on television to lend 
strength ‘to other cancer patients 
undergoing debilitating therapies. She 
discussed her situation with friends and 
continued to be a loving mother and wife. 

Then she made the fateful decision to 
pick the time and circumstances of her 
death, not wanting to leave it to the un- 
predictable clock of the cancer. When she 
told her husband of her decision, Peter 
said that he would end his life with her. 
They had lived their entire lives together 
and would face death together. When 
their children learned of this, they pleaded 
with their father not to take his life. Losing 
both mother and father would be too 
much for them. Peter relented. No one 
tried to talk Patricia out of her decision to 
commit suicide for two reasons: First, she 
had made up her mind; second, it wasn't 
really suicide, since her act would only 
hasten her imminent and painful demise. 

Patricia selected the day and time of 
her death and planned a formal farewell 
dinner for her family. 

Among those in attendance at the din- 
ner, in addition to her husband and chil- 
dren, were her stepfather and her two half- 
brothers. Patricia had been alienated from 
her stepfather for many years, but past 
tensions between the two were forgotten, 
at least for the moment. 

There was wine and there were toasts. 
Patricia wore an elegant dress and had 
her nails polished. Despite her pain, she 
wanted to look beautiful for her last eve- 
ning, wanted to leave her family with 
glowing memories. After dinner they 
watched a video of the movie Haro/d and 
Maude, about an elderly woman who 
commits suicide to prevent herself from 
“growing old,” When it was over, Dr. Ro- 
sier and his wife retired to the bedroom, 
drank some more wine, and made love. 
After bidding farewell to family members, 
Patricia Rosier took 20 pills that she had 
selected for her suicide. One relative re- 
called that she downed them like “jelly 
beans,” so anxious was she to end her 
suffering. She quickly fell into a coma. 
She expected never to awake—to drift 
into a quiet and dignified death. 

But something went wrong. The coma 
began to lighten. She had obviously taken 
too few pills to induce death. Would she 
awaken or remain comatose? Would there 
be brain damage? Pain? Emotional tur- 
moil? No one could know. All Peter knew 
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was that his wife did not want to awaken. 
She had determined to die. What was his 
obligation to his comatose wife? Would 
he be breaking his final promise to her if 
he did not assist her in achieving her goal: 
a painless and dignified death? He could 
not ask her advice. The decision was his 
to make, but it was her decision—she 
had already made it and acted on it, al- 
beit incompletely. 

“| administered something to her to ter- 
minate her life,” Peter Rosier recalls. That 
something was morphine, a painkiller that 
is lethal in sufficient dosage. But the mor- 
phine was insufficient, and Patricia con- 
tinued to breathe. While Peter was out- 
side the house, pacing and crying, Pa- 
tricia's stepfather decided to end her life 
by suffocating her. He placed his hands 
over her nose and mouth. In his own 
words, “She was alive before | took my 
hands and put them over her face. She 
was dead when | removed my hands.” 

Peter didn't learn at the time what had 
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“She was alive before 
| took my hands and put them 
over her face,” 
Patricia’s stepfather said. 
“She was dead 
when | removed my hands.” 


Y 


happened inside the bedroom. Her step- 
father and brothers simply informed him 
that Patricia was dead. 

For about a year, the circumstances 
surrounding Patricia's death remained a 
family secret. Then Peter decided to write 
a book about his late wife's courage. After 
completing a first draft, Peter gave an in- 
terview to a local television reporter in 
which he related what he believed were 
the circumstances of his wife’s death, still 
unaware that her stepfather had admin- 
istered the coup de grace. 

As soon as the interview was aired, the 
local prosecutor began an investigation. 
As part of the information-gathering 
process, the authorities wanted to inter- 
view Patricia's stepfather. They, too, at the 
time did not know of his role in his step- 
daughter's death. Through his lawyer, he 
demanded total immunity from prose- 
cution for himself and his sons as a con- 
dition to being interviewed. That should 
have tipped off the authorities that he 
might have something to hide. But in- 
stead of asking for a “proffer’—a truthful 
outline of the facts—before deciding 
whether to grant immunity, the prosecu- 
tor acceded. 


With blanket immunity, the stepfather 
disclosed for the first time that he had 
actually caused Patricia’s death by suf- 
focation. The prosecutors were 
dumbfounded. They had committed a 
blunder feared by every law-enforce- 
ment official: They gave the wrong per- 
son immunity. But they could not back 
out of their deal. The only possible target 
was Peter Rosier, and the prosecution's 
star witness, Patricia's stepfather, had no 
love for his late daughter's husband. 

Despite the certainty that Peter had not 
actually killed his wife, and despite the 
certainty that she wanted to take her own 
life, the prosecutor treated the loving 
husband as if he were indeed the trigger- 
man in a serialized gang murder. Peter 
Rosier was indicted on charges of first- 
degree murder and conspiracy to mur- 
der.The prosecution's theory was that the 
stepfather’s ultimate act was merely the 
final stage in a family conspiracy of which 
Peter Rosier was the architect and chief 
participant. 

Suddenly Peter Rosier found himself in 
jail, facing a possible death sentence in 
a state that has one of the highest exe- 
cution rates in the country. He called me 
from prison on the day of his arrest and 
asked me to help him. | worked with his 
local lawyer to get him out on bail and to 
formulate the legal strategy used in his 
trial. In the event of his conviction, | was 
to be his appellate lawyer. 

It was a ground-breaking case. What- 
ever verdict the jury or court would reach 
in this case would become the prece- 
dent for cases of this kind. 

The defense was relatively straightfor- 
ward. This was a mercy suicide, not a 
mercy killing. It was the will of Mrs. Ro- 
sier, not that of Dr. Rosier, that led to her 
death. Her husband neither wished her 
to die nor did he kill her. The cancer 
caused her death, in the sense that but 
for that terminal illness she would still be 
alive. She herself determined the time of 
her death. And the ultimate means of her 
death was selected and implemented by 
her stepfather without consultation with 
Dr. Rosier. If this was a mercy killing, it 
was carried out by Mrs. Rosier’s step- 
father, not her husband. 

Notwithstanding this defense, the jury 
could easily have convicted Dr. Rosier of 
attempted murder on the basis of exist- 
ing law. True, he did not initiate the dying 
process—that was done by Mrs. Rosier, 
who swallowed the pills by herself. True, 
he did not administer the coup de grace— 
that was done by Mrs. Rosier's step- 
father. But Dr. Rosier did acknowledge to 
a reporter, on videotape, that after his 
wife's initial coma began to lighten, he 
“administered something to her to ter- 
minate her life.” This could be enough, 
under the strict letter of the law, to con- 
stitute an attempt to commit murder. 

The jury had to, be convinced, there- 
fore, not to follow the strict letter of the 
law, but rather to rule in the spirit of the 
law—to serve as the conscience of the 


Cs e-& UL Mm DD LE Gs of west Germany 


For many years you have experienced the driving influence of German 
dedication to quality and craftsmanship. 


Now GRUNDIG brings that same commitment to precision and 


excellence to your home. 


Introducing the GRUNDIG reference class home entertainment series. 


rrs by GRUNDIG 


il} 


To audition GRU NDIG products at the dealer nearest you please call 1-800-872-2228 for toll 


free information. 


community. The jurors had to be made to 
wonder what they would have done un- 
der such excruciating circumstances. 
And they had to be made to conclude 
that criminal law should not sit in judg- 
ment over loving family members who had 
to make a tragic choice between keep- 
ing a promise to a comatose loved one 
or abandoning her in a moment of crisis. 

The trial was punctuated by heated ex- 
changes and emotional outbursts. Peter 
Rosier cried when the evidence of his 
wife's suffering was introduced. His local 
trial lawyer, Stanley Rosenblatt of Miami, 
did an excellent job persuading the jury 
that the murder and attempted-murder 
statutes were put on the books not for 
loving husbands like Peter Rosier, but for 
brutal killers like Charles Manson and Ted 
Bundy. He tried the case with emotion 
and empathy, inviting the jurors to put 
themselves in the unenviable situation 
Peter Rosier faced on that terrible night. 
The prosecutor, on the defensive for hav- 
ing given Patricia's stepfather total im- 
munity before he knew the facts, played 
the role of avenging angel. He de- 
manded that the jurors simply apply the 
law to the facts and not distinguish among 
murders on the basis of motive. 

The jury understood—even if the pros- 
ecutors and others did not—the differ- 
ences between love and hate, between 
self-willed death and death imposed by 
others. After weeks of trial, it took the 
jury—at least two of whom had them- 
selves executed living wills instructing 
doctors to pull the plug if they were ter- 
minally ill—only a few hours to acquit Pe- 
ter Rosier of all criminal liability. It is clear 
that the prosecution lost all credibility by 
asking the jury to treat Dr. Rosier as if he 
were the functional equivalent of a gang- 
land killer. Had the prosecution charged 
Dr. Rosier with assisting the suicide of 
another—which is a crime under Florida 
law—it might have had a better shot at a 
conviction. But by overcharging him with 
first-degree murder, it made it difficult for 
the jury to take its case as anything but 
a misguided vendetta. 

Although jury verdicts have no formal 
precedent-setting effect, highly publi- 
cized jury acquittals such as this one have 
an impact on other juries throughout the 
country. Jurors often remember what 
other jurors did in similar cases, and this 
may give them the courage to do like- 
wise. More important, politically moti- 
vated prosecutors follow jury verdicts the 
way arbitraguers follow takeover rumors. 
One highly publicized acquittal may con- 
stitute a trend to a prosecutor anxious to 
avoid the embarrassment of a highly vis- 
ible loss. An acquittal of the kind deliv- 
ered in the Rosier case thus becomes a 
kind of self-fulfilling prophecy: The strong 
chance of an acquittal frightens prose- 
cutors away from pursuing comparable 
cases. 

The impact of the Rosier acquittal is 
even likely to transcend cases involving 
terminal-cancer patients. There already 
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have been reports of AIDS patients being 
helped with their suicides. 

Inevitably, there will be more prose- 
cutions, despite the Rosier acquittal. And 
in some of these cases, there will prob- 
ably be greater doubt about whether the 
dead person truly wanted to be put out 
of his or her misery. It is possible, as op- 
ponents of mercy killing have argued, for 
there to be abuses. Sometimes family 
members and doctors are more anxious 
for their loved one’s demise than is the 
loved one. 

The potential for abuse will become 
even more troubling in light of medical 
advances. As sick people live out “tech- 
nological lives” in which bodily functions 
are maintained by machines while the 
quality of life is sapped, there will be more 
and more terminal patients seeking to 
control their own dying. As Dan Callahan, 
an ethicist at the Hastings Center, the bio- 
ethical think tank in Briarcliff Manor, New 
York, recently put it, “It is an increasing 
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Patricia selected the 
day and time of her death. She 
wrote final letters 
to her loved ones. Finally, 
she planned a 
formal farewell dinner for 
her family. 
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terror of medical progress. . . . People feel 
the only way they can regain self-control 
is to have available the possibility of su- 
icide.” As long as these patients retain 
the mental capacity to choose and leave 
unambiguous evidence of that choice, as 
Patricia Rosier did, there will be few 
problems beyond the occasional vindic- 
tive prosecutor. 

But where the patient is insufficiently 
rational to make the choice, the law will 
have to devise rules to assure that the 
decision to terminate life is made out of 
love, not out of convenience or other less 
noble motives. 

As academics and ethicists publicly 
debate the theoretical pros and cons of 
legalizing mercy killing and mercy sui- 
cide, the reality is that a great many 
friends and relatives of dying patients as- 
sist in suicides, and a great many doc- 
tors practice euthanasia. It is impossible 
to know the extent of such acts, since 
they are accomplished around the pri- 
vacy of the deathbed. But in preparing 
for the defense of the Rosier case, | 
learned that they are far more wide- 
spread than might be suspected. 

The prevalence of this practice leads 


some academics to call for its legaliza- 
tion and regulation, while others see it as 
an argument in favor of more vigorous 
enforcement of existing laws prohibiting 
all mercy killing. Medical ethicist Arthur 
Caplan recently warned a standing-room- 
only audience of the American Public 
Health Association that giving doctors “a 
license to kill would seriously undermine 
the trust between patient and doctor.” 
Sick people have enough to worry about 
without always having “in the back of their 
head” the fear that their doctor may be 
planning to end their suffering without 
asking them. This fear was exacerbated 
recently when an anonymous doctor 
wrote an article in a prominent medical 
journal boasting of how he decided to 
pull the plug on a patient he regarded as 
terminal. 

There is no immediate likelihood that 
we will see the enactment of new laws 
legalizing or regulating the dying proc- 
ess in circumstances such as those the 
Rosiers faced. In the meantime, anyone 
who assists in a mercy suicide or partic- 
ipates in a mercy killing risks prosecu- 
tion, conviction, and imprisonment. Peter 
Rosier’s acquittal somewhat reduces 
those risks, but it does not eliminate them. 
The risks increase when there is no evi- 
dence that the dead person actively 
sought to end their life, and are also prob- 
ably more serious for doctors than for 
family members. And they also are surely 
greatest when the act is publicized, rather 
than handled discreetly. 

The risks are lowest when there is taped 
or documentary evidence that it was the 
terminal patient's decision to end his or 
her life and that the decision was rational 
and unambiguous. A living will, executed 
well in advance of the actual decision, 
won't be nearly as helpful as a contem- 
poraneous and unambiguous expres- 
sion of intentions. 

Mercy killing and mercy suicide are so 
fraught with emotion that our legal sys- 
tem will never be able to treat them in an 
entirely logical manner. They will con- 
tinue to be practiced in the netherworld 
of dying without express legitimation by 
our legal system. There are inherent ten- 
sions between the need to assure that 
the precious gift of life is not taken too 
casually and the desirability of keeping 
government a decent distance from an 
individual's deathbed. In the Rosier case, 
the Florida prosecutors demonstrated 
that they could not distinguish between 
an act of love and an act of murder. For- 
tunately for Peter Rosier—and for others 
confronting similar tragedies—the jury 
understood that a loving husband who 
helps his pained wife die in dignity is not 
a criminal. But other juries could rule dif- 
ferently. An act of love that causes the 
death of another is still an act of civil dis- 
obedience fraught with danger of pros- 
ecution. It takes .courage to confront 
death. It takes courage to challenge the 
law. Peter Rosier and his late wife were 
courageous people.O+—q 
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From new wave stardom in Britain 


to animal rights, Lene 


Lovich remains an enigma and a 


surprising performer. 


BY LAURA VITALE 


Once asked about her age, 
Lene Lovich (Lay-nuh Luv- 
itch) replied, “I’m at least, oh, 
5,000 years or so.” Remark- 
able, then, that America 

only discovered her ten years 
ago. With her waist-length 
auburn braids, startling ice- 
blue eyes edged in ebony, 
and tattered black lace frock 
and stockings, the High 
Mystic Miss of the British new 
wave scene appeared to us 
in the form of a Transylvanian 
milkmaid, a cross between 
Heidi and Pola Negri. Her 
undulating voice, ranging 
from a rich-timbered contralto 
to a sonic soprano, punc- 
tuated her haunting Slavic 
melodies with occasional 
yeeks, yowls, yelps, and 
breathtaking birdcalls—when 
she wasn't blowing a mean 
sax. 

And today, as one of the 
foremost performers repre- 
senting People for the Ethical 
Treatment of Animals (PETA), 
America’s largest animal- 
rights organization, she sings 
not only for herself, but on 
behalf of suffering creatures 
the world over. “Doing things 
for animals is like the next 
evolution for the human race 
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in our step forward as beings 
on this planet,” Lene explains. 
“My job is to just spread the 
word about this.” 

Where other artists strive to 
create a mystique, Lene 
lived one. Raised in Detroit, 
she moved to England with 
her mother (a British native) at 
13, eventually studying 
sculpture at London's Central 
School of Art. Uncomfortable 
in the world of still lifes, she 
became involved in experi- 
mental theater, rounding 
out her days and nights play- 
ing sax in nightclubs, per- 
forming as an oriental dancer, 
and dubbing screams for a 
French horror film. Stiff Rec- 
ords, the premier new wave 
label, was intrigued by the 
charming Motown expatriate 
and signed her on in 1978. 
Her first album, Stateless, 
featured the memorable 
dance-club smash “Lucky 
Number”—a jerky mazurka 
flavored with Lene's touch- 
tone-phone vocals—and an 
otherworldly cover (ten years 
before Tiffany’s) of “I Think 
We're Alone Now.” 

The “Be Stiff” tour brought 
her American recognition 
and a contract with Epic 
Records, which provided U.S. 
distribution for Stateless 
and her next two albums, Flex 
(1979) and No Man's Land 
(1983), as well as the New Toy 
EP (1981). Lene returned to 
the theatrical stage in 1982, 
composing the music for 
Mata Hari, in which she 
starred as the World War | 
exotic dancer convicted as a 
spy by the French. The story 
of a woman so consumed 
by her need for self-expres- 
sion that it led to her execu- 
tion, the show embodied 
Lene's heartfelt belief in per- 
sonal freedom—not only 


for people but for all living 
things. “Well over 50 percent 
of all the animals that die in 
laboratories are dying 
because they're used as 
testers for oven cleaners and 
day-to-day products like 
shampoo and makeup,” she 
laments. “And it’s totally, 
totally unnecessary. It's 
obviously a multimillion-dollar 
industry—the people that 
provide the animals, the peo- 
ple with farms, and the 
breeding people. One of the 
first things PETA tried to 

do was create a clearing- 
house for experiments, so at 
least animals wouldn't need 
to die again and again. But it 
was crushed straight away 
by the scientific community.” 

In fact, Lene lives a life- 
style reflecting her anti-cruelty 
philosophy, eschewing the 
wearing of leather and fur and 
becoming a vegetarian. “I 
changed because suddenly 
there was a big click inside 
me. | saw this whole abuse of 
and dependence on animals 
as a big chain around us,” 
she recalls. “I used to eat 
meat and | really enjoyed it, 
but | couldn't eat it now... . 
And if you think the animal is 
beautiful, then you should 
wear a fake fur, not the real 
thing.” 

She credits her friend Nina 
Hagen, another experimental 
rocker, with her introduction 
to PETA. Their collaboration 
“Don't Kill the Animals,” which 
topped dance charts world- 
wide, appeared on PETAs 
1987 Animal Liberation LP 
(PETA/Wax Trax Records), 
which included other new 
wave artists such as Howard 
Jones and Shriekback. The 
record's theme: “Animals 
are not ours to eat, wear, or 
experiment on.” 


“It's the fastest song I've 
ever written,” Lene notes. “| 
wanted it to be very direct, 
like a news broadcast, to 
be very educational and tell 
people everything.” 

The album's success led to 
the Animal Rights Music 
Festival in June 1988, where 
close to 50,000 people con- 
verged near the Washington 
Monument. More recently, 
the sold-out Rock Against Fur 
benefit at New York City’s 
Palladium drew a crowd 
of 3,500 who paid up to $20 
a ticket to attend the first- 
ever anti-fur fund-raising fest, 
featuring Lene, the B-52’s, 
Jane Wiedlin, River Phoenix 
and Aleka’s Attic, and two 
fur-free fashion shows. PETA 
plans to release a second 
album (on which Lene will 
also appear) by the end 
of the year. 

Citing Britain’s cruelty-free 
department stores and its 
ban on animal testing, Lene 
believes that America can 
win the same moral victory. 
“We've been cutting open 
animals for a very long time— 
and really learned very little 
from it. The few things that 
we have learned from it, 
| wonder if they wouldn’t have 
been learned quicker if we 
had a different way of going 
about it. | know the spirit of 
the American people, and | 
know if they could just com- 
prehend what was going 
on... that they have the 
power of choice. That’s what 
| want to get across.” 


Lene’s latest release, March, 
is available on Pathfinder 
Records. For more information 
on PETA, write RO. Box 
42516, Washington, D.C. 
20075, or call (301) 770- 
7444, Ot-m 
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Options can be fraught with danger, 


but if used properly, 


they can actually reduce the risk 


of investing in stocks. 


BY JEROME TUCCILLE 


In July, we looked at some 
sample portfolios of various 
sizes for several different 
economic environments. The 
idea was to give you an 

idea of where to put your 
money to work, depending on 
what was going on in the 
world. We talked briefly about 
the use of options—puts 

and calls—for those who 
could stand a little risk. Let’s 
elaborate a little more on 


the subject, since options are 


probably the most misunder- 
stood of all investment vehi- 
cles, yet it is a mistake to 
overlook them. 

Many people automatically 
assume that puts and calls 
are high-risk investments, 
fraught with danger and fit 
only for wild-eyed specula- 
tors. Not true. They can be, if 
not used properly; but they 


can actually reduce the risk of 


investing in stocks and other 
markets if you realize there 
iS a conservative, as well as 
high-risk, way of using them. 
Calls are nothing more 
than the right to buy stock at 
a fixed price during a set 
period of time. For example, 
a November 30 call on XYZ 
stock gives you the right 
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to buy 100 shares of XYZ at 
$30 a share before the option 
expires on the Saturday 
following the third Friday in 
November. 

A put is the mirror image: It 
gives you the right to sell 
100 shares of the underlying 
stock during the option 
period. Those who think the 
stock will rise buy calls, since 
calls appreciate in a rising 
market. The reverse is true of 
puts, which increase in value 
as the underlying stock 
goes down. 

Speculators tend to buy 
“out of the money” options— 
one of the riskiest invest- 
ments of all—and nine out of 
ten of them lose their money. 
The safest way to buy a 
put or a call is “in the money.” 
Let's say XYZ is selling for 
$32 a share, and you think it 
will go up. One hundred 
shares of the stock will cost 
you $3,200 plus commission, 
but a call on the stock with 
a strike price of 30 will cost 
roughly two and a quarter 
points, or $225. 

Since XYZ is already in the 
money—that is, two points 
over the strike price of 30—the 
call has two points of intrinsic 
value built into it. There is 
actually less risk in buying the 
option than the stock, 
because if the stock goes 
down, the most you can lose 
is your $225 investment. If, 
however, you buy the stock and 
it falls to 25, your $3,200 
investment is suddenly worth 
only $2,500, or a loss of $700. 

The same principle holds 
true for puts. Using the same 
example, let's say you think 
XYZ is over-priced and about 
to fall. The safest way to 
turn a profit in a down market 
would be to buy an in-the- 
money put, say the November 


35. With the stock at 32, the 
put will cost about three 

and a quarter points, or $325 
plus commission. This repre- 
sents your total risk. 

Looking at the call first, the 
best scenario of all is if you 
are right and the stock goes 
up—in this case we'll say 
to $36 a share. The call you 
paid $225 for will now be 
worth about six points (the 
stock is six points over the 
strike price of 30). You can 
either sell the call for $600 
and realize a profit of about 
$350 on your $325 invest- 
ment, or exercise the call and 
buy the stock at 30, if you 
want to own it and add it to 
your portfolio. In reality, most 
investors wind up selling 
their options and locking in 
the profit rather than exercis- 
ing them. 

If you bought the put for 
$325 and the stock goes 
down to 28, besides getting 
to call yourself a genius, 
you also will be in the inevita- 
ble position of being able to 
sell your put for about $700, 
minus commissions, for a 
profit of better than $300. In 
this instance, the exercise 
price is 35, which means the 
stock is seven points in the 
money. 

The reason why most 
buyers of puts and calls lose 
is because they buy out- 
of-the-money options. They 
might buy 35 calls for one 
point when the stock is 32. 
The problem here is that 
the stock has to go all the way 
to 36 before they can break 
even. The option is cheaper— 
and therefore more enticing 
to some—but your chances 
of making money are greatly 
reduced. 

Now that we know what 
puts and calls are, and the 


best way to buy them, let's 
talk about some of their other 
uses. Puts can actually 
reduce the risk of owning 
stock if you buy them as an 
insurance policy. Again, 

we'll use the example of XYZ 
stock selling at $32 a share. 

Perhaps you bought the 
stock at 25 and are unde- 
cided whether or not you 
should sell it at 32 and take 
your profit. If you do, and 
the stock continues to go up, 
you lose all future profits. 

On the other hand, if the stock 
drops back to 25, you've 

lost the opportunity to lock in 
your gain. 

What to do? Quite simply, 
buy a put with a strike price of 
30 (out-of-the-money is okay 
for insurance purposes) to 
protect your 100 shares, and 
enjoy the luxury of sleeping 
at night again. In this case, 
the put should cost you 
no more than one point, or 
$100. Think of it as an insur- 
ance policy. If your stock 
continues to rise, you lose 
your insurance premium but 
make even more money 
on the stock. 

If your worst fears are 
realized, however, and the 
stock drops all the way back 
to 25, you can do either one 
of two things. You can exer- 
cise the put and sell the 
stock at 30, locking in a profit 
of five points on the stock, 
minus the cost of the put. Or 
you can sell the put for about 
$500 and keep your stock, 
if you like. The profit on 
the put will partially offset the 
loss of value in the shares. 

There are many other 
option strategies too detailed 
to go into here. But if you 
understand this much, you're 
way ahead of 95 percent of 
the investing public. Ot-g 


Expert witnesses are 


increasingly becoming indispens- 


able in the litigation 


game. This is how it works. 


METS RIGHTS 


BY SIDNEY SILLER 


Witnesses are often crucial 
to the outcome of a trial, 

but winning a lawsuit these 
days often hinges on the 
testimony of so-called expert 
witnesses. Specifically in 
cases regarding men's rights, 
I've found that these “experts” 
are increasingly becoming 
indispensable players in 

the litigation game. This col- 
umn will discuss the roles 

of both expert and lay (non- 
expert) witnesses. When 
getting your case together 
for trial, this will be a very 
important part of the discus- 
sions between you and 

your lawyer. 

Expert witnesses are 
invaluable at a trial where 
you're looking to gain child 
custody and visitation rights, 
prove marital misconduct, 
or pay less in child support 
and alimony. These experts, 
also referred to as “unbi- 
ased” or ‘disinterested 
professionals,” are paid to 
testify on your behalf. They 
get paid whether you win 
or lose the case. Their fee 
may be based on one or 
more of the following: (1) 
expenses reasonably incurred 
in attending the trial and 
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testifying, (2) compensation 
for the time lost at their usual 
job, and (3) reasonable 
payment for the professional 
service provided. As experts, 
they will be able to express 
opinions or conclusions 
based on their experience in 
a specialized area or sub- 
ject. This is something that the 
lay witness is usually not 
permitted to do. 

Lay witnesses may include 
friends, neighbors, co-work- 
ers, etc., who may be able to 
help your case. As non- 
experts, they can usually 
testify solely to what they 
observed in connection with 
the case. A non-expert, for 
example, may describe 
the dimensions of a hole 
based on a visual observa- 
tion, rather than taking actual 
measurements. He may 
describe the taste and smell 
of a liquid, or testify that a 
photograph resembles the 
person of whom it was taken. 
A non-expert may describe 
the acts and conversations of 
others as being rational or 
irrational, but cannot conclude 
whether a person was rational 
or irrational. The only one 
who may state that type of 
conclusion is an expert 
witness. 

Before any witness can 
qualify as an expert, he must 
show that his education, 
experience, or previous habits 
have familiarized him with 
the particular body of knowl- 
edge. Once the expert has 
been qualified by the judge, 
he can state his opinion 
about the specific matter in 
controversy. 

The evidence and testi- 
mony of experts is based on 
the supposition that the 
issues brought to trial involve 
matters beyond the knowl- 


edge and experience of the 
average person, and that 

the court or jury cannot be 
presumed competent to 
arrive at a proper conclusion 
without their help. It is this 
principle that permits physi- 
cians to testify about diseases 
or death, the nature and 
consequences of a wound, or 
the state of a person's mind. 
Other experts may include 
art dealers who can judge the 
value of antiques or collect- 
ibles, or business profession- 
als who can appraise the 
market value of a marital 
home, net value of a business 
interest, or dollar value placed 
on a professional license. 

In custody or visitation pro- 
ceedings, using expert wit- 
nesses such as psychiatrists, 
psychologists, or certified 
social workers may be cru- 
cial. They may conclude 
whether or not a man should 
be permitted to visit his 
children without supervision, 
or suggest which parent 
would be more fit to have 
custody. Because court 
proceedings are time-con- 
suming and some experts 
may have very busy sched- 
ules, it is essential to employ 
these witnesses far enough 
in advance of the trial or 
hearing so that they can pre- 
pare enough information to 
support your position. 

In recent years the courts 
have been leaning away from 
lifetime alimony (mainte- 
nance) and moving toward 
the concept of limited-term 
alimony and a property 
award. If a division of money 
or property is being consid- 
ered, then | must stress 
the importance of having an 
economics expert in your 
corner. 

Your accountant may be 


exactly the right expert to 
evaluate your necessary living 
expenses and your assets 
and debts. This property 
award will represent the final 
court division, and includes 
not only personal property 
such as houses, condos, 
autos, boats, and land pur- 
chases, but business interests 
as well. In some cases where 
division is complicated, 
monetary awards may be 
granted in lieu of the property. 
Some factors that will influ- 
ence a division of your prop- 
erty or assets are the dura- 
tion of the marriage and 

the extent to which monetary 
contributions were made 

by each party. However, you 
must consult your attorney 

to find out how your state 
handles these situations. 

Accountants and apprais- 
ers are also valuable as 
expert witnesses when the 
spouse has an interest in 
a closely held or family- 
owned business. The valua- 
tion of such a company is 
different from that of a large 
corporation, since the stock- 
holders in a small company 
generally participate in its 
daily operation. Therefore a 
spouse may have both a 
salary and a stock-interest to 
be settled. 

All in all, going to court can 
be an emotionally (and fre- 
quently financially) draining 
experience. Prepare your 
case as best you can, and 
remember that this includes 
the right to call expert wit- 
nesses to support your case. 
The National Organization 
for Men is currently in the 
process of establishing a list 
of available experts. For 
further information, contact 
the New York office at (212) 
686-MALE.O+—§ 
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ONLY FROM THE MIND OF MINOLTA 
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Maxxumi 7000/’s Predictive Autofocus knows where 
your subject will be before it gets there. 


It’s a sure thing. The best way 
to capture a race, or any other fast- 
moving action, is with the new 
Maxxum® 70004. With three major 
advances in autofocusing technology 
it's way ahead of the field. 

First, Predictive Autofocus calcu- 
lates the speed and direction of your 
subject until the instant you release 
the shutter. Second, the widest focus- 
ing area—as much as 12 times 
wider than other SLR’s——means your 


main subject can be off-center and 
still be in perfect focus. And third, 
Maxxum 70004 is the fastest auto- 
focus camera in the world. 

This Maxxum’s your best bet for 
other reasons, too. “Intelligent’’ 
auto-exposure, optional Creative 
Expansion Cards and five new ultra- 
compact zoom lenses, fo name a few. 

Which is why it’s also safe to 
predict that there’s a Maxxum 7000/ 
in your future. 


Be certain that the valuable Minolta USA 2-year camera/5-year lens limited warranty cards are packaged with your products. For 
more information, see your Minolta dealer or write: Minolta Corporation, 101 Williams Drive, Ramsey, NJ 07446. In Canada: Minolta 


Canada, inc., Ontario. © 1988 Minolta Corporation. 
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Traffic radar doesn't say which car is being clocked, it merely flashes a number. The radar operator must then try to determine which vehicle produced the reading. 


Why radar makes mistakes. 
How to protect yourself. 


Aithough nine different errors have been 
documented for traffic radar, the most common 
source of wrongful tickets is mistaken identity. 

It's hard to believe, but traffic radar does 
not identify which vehicle is responsible for the 
speed being displayed. It shows only a speed 
number and nothing else. The radar operator 
must decide who is to blame. 

How radar works 

The radar gun is aimed at traffic and it 
transmits a beam of invisible radar waves. Each 
moving object within range reflects these invisible 
waves back to the radar gun. Using the Doppler 
principle, the radar calculates speed from the 
reflected waves. 

Traffic radar is blind 

Traffic radar works differently from military, 
air-traffic-control, and weather radars. The others 
use rotating dish antennas in order to track many 
objects simultaneously. 

Traffic radar uses a far smaller, far cheaper, 
gun-shaped antenna. This simplification requires 
traffic radar to ignore all reflections but the 
strongest. The number displayed is speed 
calculated from the strongest reflection. 

The best guess 

Remember, these reflections are invisible. 
Truck reflections can be ten times stronger than 
car reflections. How can the operator know for 
sure which vehicle is responsible for the number? 

The truth is, he can't be sure in many cases. 
The result is mistaken identity. You can be ticketed 
for somebody else's reflection. 


Self defense 

The only way to defend yourself against 
these wrongful tickets is to know when radar is 
operating near you. Others agree with this 
method. In his verdict upholding a citizen's right 
to use a radar detector, Judge Joseph Ryan, 
Superior Court, District of Columbia, wrote: 

“If government seeks to use clandestine 
and furtive methods to monitor citizen actions, 
it can ill afford to complain should the citizen 
insist on a method to effect his right to know he 
is under such surveillance.” 

We can help 

We specialize in radar warning. And Escort 
and Passport do far more than simply find radar. 
Upon radar contact, the alert lamp responds 
and the meter shows radar signal strength. At 
the same time, you will hear an audio warning 
—pulsing slowly when the radar is weak, quicker 
as it strengthens, then constant as you approach 
close range. When you know exactly how strong 
the radar waves are, you'll know when the radar 
unit is near enough to actually have you under 
surveillance. 

Expert’s Choice 

Escort and Passport are the most effective 
radar-warning instruments available. But don't 
take our word for it. Car and Driver, Popular 
Mechanics and Roundel magazines have each 
published independent tests of radar detectors. 
And each gave us the highest ratings. Just call us 
toll-free and we'll send reprints of the complete 
tests, not just excerpts or quotes. 


We’re as close as your phone 

We sell directly to you, and we guarantee 
your Satisfaction. If you're not entirely satisfied 
within 30 days, return your purchase. We'll refund 
your money and shipping costs. 

To order, call toll-free. Orders in by 6:00 pm 
eastern time go out the same day by UPS and 
we pay the shipping. Overnight delivery is guar- 
anteed by Federal Express for only $10 extra. 

Call now, and the best defense against 
wrongful tickets can be in your car tomorrow. 


Order Today 


Toll Free 1-800-543-1608 
(Call 8am-midnight, 7 days a week) 


DINERS CLUB 
INTERNATIONAL 


By mail send to address below. All orders 
processed immediately. Prices slightly 
higher for Canadian shipments. 


PASSPORT 


RADAR-RECEIVER 
Bese eae eee ee eae 


Pocket-Size Radar Protection $295 
(Ohio residents add $17.70 sales tax) 


ESCORT 


RADAR WARNING RECEIVER 
ESE IO ETE 


The Classic of Radar Warning $245 
(Ohio residents add $14.70 sales tax) 


Cincinnati Microwave 
> Department 600599 

One Microwave Plaza 

Cincinnati, Ohio 45249 


© 1989 CMI 


For our free engineering report “TRAFFIC RADAR: How it works, and why it gets wrong readings; call us toll free 1-800-543-1608. 


WHERE ARE 
THEY NOW? 


Lawrence Rainey, the former 
Mississippi sheriff who was 
indicted (and later acquitted) 
on conspiracy charges in 

the murder of three civil 
rights workers in 1964, now 
works for a black-owned 
security firm. He has filed a 
libel suit against the makers of 
the movie Mississippi Burn- 
ing, alleging that the charac- 
ter of the sheriff was clearly 
based on him. 


OUR NATION’S 
JUDGES AT WORK 


A Kansas judge retired from 
the bench after being 
accused of ripping out 14 


a 


courthouse telephones 
because he was unable to 
complete long-distance calls. 


__ DREAMS <=> DIVERSIONS 


OF COURSE 
OF COURSE’ 


é Z A French tourist, charged 


with driving on the wrong side 
of the road in Ireland, 
defended his action by say- 
ing, “| was on my honeymoon. 
| did not know | had left 
France.” 


OUR LOCAL 
OFFICIALS 
AT WORK 


Los Angeles authorities 
ordered new pocketless uni- 
forms for municipal bus 
drivers to prevent them from 
stealing fares. 


AND A 
SILVER 
STATUE 

OF KITTY 
GENOVESE 
TO @e0e 


. Senator Mark Hatfield of 
Oregon, who was an eyewit- 
ness to a shooting just a 
few blocks from the Capitol 
yet did not call police, 
because it was “just another 
shooting” in Washington. 


NO 
WONDER 
THEY’RE 
BROKE 


State officials in New York 
spent $175,000 to establish 
what they call the Museum of 
Cheese. 


A PACKAGE 
OF JUMBOS, 
PLEASE 


According to the Kinsey 
Institute for Sex Research, 
about ten percent of Ameri- 
can men find the standard- 
sized condom too tight. In 
response, one major condom 
manufacturer is producing 
an extra-sized condom. 
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OUR ALERT 
POLICE 
FORCES 

AT WORK 


Police in Oklahoma City 
placed overtime-parking tick- 
ets for three straight days 

on a parked car with a man 
sitting inside. Finally, after the 
seventh ticket, police real- 
ized that the man seated 
quietly in the car was dead. 


$ ales of a calendar featur- 
ing photos of Louisiana 
College students in bathing 
suits were halted following 
protests by Baptist ministers. 
One local minister said he 
objected because the calen- 
dar “makes us look liberal 

or something.” 
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a 
he composer of the Nicar- 
aguan Sandinista govern- 


ment's national anthem 
defected to Spain. 


pink villa in Key Biscayne, 

Florida, where Richard 
Nixon used to live is being 
moved in order to be perma- 
nently preserved. The cost 
of the move—$17,000—to 
save the house from wreckers 
clearing the site for redevelop- 
ment is being borne by Nixon's 
friend, Bebe Rebozo. 


SHUT THE 
FUCK UP! 


Actress Sean Young on her 
relationship with actor James 
Woods: “| start each morning 
by sitting in my room, facing 
the street, and meditating 

for 20 minutes. It gives me 
strength. See, Jimmy spins 
webs. He tries to get you 

to lose your center. And it 
bothered him that | never 
did... . | can do that because 
| close myself in my room 

at night and place that energy 
into my daily diary, and that 
lets the poison out. This 

way the negativity doesn't 
turn destructive.” 


THE JERRY FALWELL MEMORIAL FILE 


ollowing protests by a 

Mississippi-based Christian 
censorship group, two major 
advertisers withdrew ads 
from “Saturday Night Live.” In 
one comedy skit that the 
Christian group said it found 
especially offensive, actors 
tried to see how many times 


A PLACE 
IN THE SUN 


An armaments firm, advertis- 
ing its advanced air-to-air 
missiles, included a “scratch 
'n’ sniff” tab that gave off 

the odor of cordite. 


WELL, BACK 
TO THE 
DRAWING 
BOARD 


A Japanese college all-star 
football team played the 
small-college American team 
of William and Mary. The 

final score was 73-3, with the 
Americans intercepting 
three passes, rushing for 406 
yards (compared to 66 for 
the Japanese), and scoring 
on every possession but 
one in the second period. 


BY THE BY 


According to the American 
Journal of Psychiatry, 55 
percent of all psychiatrists 
and 43 percent of all psy- 
chologists believe in God. 


THE 
FRIENDLY 
SKIES 


British officials admitted that 
a jetliner flew for two weeks 
with a bomb aboard after 
police forgot to remove 

it following a drill. 


they could say the word 
penis on network television. 


n Illinois Baptist minister 

who enlivened his ser- 
mons by picking up members 
of his congregation with his 
mouth lost five front teeth 
while lifting a 385-pound man. 
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THE 


MYSTERIOUS 
EAST 


The Sanyo Mutual Bank of 
Tokyo has changed its name 
to the Tomato Bank. 


WRETCHED 
EXCESS 


A customer at a Philadelphia 
restaurant who complained 
of slow service by waiters 
was stabbed to death by the 
restaurant's chef. 


IN 
FLAGRANTE 
DELICTO 


A Peoria, Illinois, woman was 
arrested for causing several 
near accidents resulting from 
her walking down the street 
in a see-through fishnet 
dress. 


THANK YOU 
VERY MUCH 


uring a Paris press con- 

ference to promote her 
perfume, Elizabeth Taylor was 
asked, “How has democracy 
changed over the course 
of history?” She replied, “The 
fact that you can ask a stupid 
question like that.” 


razilian auto-racing driver 

Nelson Piquet comment- 
ing on his former racing 
partner, from whom he is now 
split: “Nigel Mansell is a 
blockhead with an ugly and 
stupid wife. No one would 
like him to win the Formula 1.” 


THE 
CICCIOLINA 
FOLLIES 
(CONTD.) 


Italian porn-film star Ciccioli- 
na, elected to Italy's parlia- 
ment, protested the U.S. 
government's refusal to issue 
her a visa to visit this country 
by demonstrating topless 

in front of the American 
consulate. 


During a jailhouse interview, 
Joel Steinberg insisted, ‘1 
was a model father.” 


YOUR 
FEDERAL 
OFFICIALS 
AT WORK 


Secretary of the Interior 
Manuel Lujan, Jr., conceded 
“| don’t know what I'm talking 
about” when it was revealed 
that he was unaware of 
issues surrounding the sale 
of public lands and did not 
understand regulations per- 
taining to the leasing of such 
ands for mining. An aide 
said the gaffes will let Ameri- 7 
cans ‘know that they have 
a human secretary of the 
interior.” 


DOG DAY 
AFTERNOON 


A teenage mother unable to 
get a baby-sitter robbed 

an Illinois bank at gunpoint 
while her five-month-old 
infant sat in the backseat. 


EDITOR'S NOTE: 


We welcome your contributions for future “Dreams & 
Diversions” columns, and we will give a free one-year sub- 
scription to Penthouse to each reader whose item is 
printed. Send clippings to: Dreams & Diversions, c/o 
Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023. Please 
include the name of the newspaper, the page number, and 
the date the clipping was published. 


KNOCK 
ON WOOD 


Two congressmen from the 
San Francisco area nomi- 
nated the “AIDS quilt,” a 
massive piece of needlework 
commemorating the victims 
of the disease, for the Nobel 
Peace Prize. 
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elt s normal for a healthy 21-year-old 
human male to get an erection 
when he embraces the object of his desire 
—this is known as horniness.® 


XAVIERA HOLLANDER 
CALL ME MADAM 


LETTER OF THE MONTH 
Help! | really need some ad- 
vice! | am a 21-year-old male 
and my girlfriend is 19. We 
have been going out for six 
and a half wonderful months. 
As soon as we finish our 
schooling we are going to get 
married. We are very sexually 
active and my girl and | really 
enjoy exploring each other’s 
body. Of course, we both know 
that sex alone doesn't make a 
relationship. 

We share everything, have a 
very open and honest relation- 
ship, and always give each 
other advice. In the six months 
we've been going out we 
haven't had one argument, 
fight, or disagreement. Every 
day is special to us, and we 
look forward to a hug and kiss. 
| love her very much and | know 
that we both belong together 
for the rest of our lives. So 
what’s the problem, you might 
ask? 

Well, like | said, we are very 
sexually active, but whenever 
my girlfriend and | give each 
other a big hug, cuddle up 
close together, or just give 
each other small kisses, | al- 
ways get this embarrassing, 
gigantic hard-on. It really bugs 
me! Even at times when sex- 
ual activity isn’t even in the 
picture—all it takes is a hug 
from my girl and I’m hard 
enough to cut glass. She tells 
me not to worry about it, but 
I'd like to crawl in a hole. It 
frustrates me that | can't get 
close to her without getting a 
boner. There are even times 
when | shy away from close 
physical contact because of 
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my problem. | can't stand not 
to be near her. | want to be 
close to her all the time, but I’m 
embarrassed. 

During sex, | explode as 
soon as | enter her. But all it 
takes is a few minutes and she 
gets me going again—with 
terrific results. Even after long 
hours of lovemaking, all it takes 
is one little hug from her the 
next morning and I'm hard as 
a rock again! Will this problem 
ever go away? Is this normal— 
like being horny all the time? | 
don't want to lose this gir—she 
is my whole life.—J. S. 


| read your letter three times, 
and my mind is still doing 
handsprings. In studying 
primitive societies, | have 
come across some strange 
ideas about sex, usually based 
on misinformation, but your 
naiveté plumbs new depths in 
the ocean of human igno- 


rance. It is presumably the re- 
sult of sexual education based 
on dolls with floppy linen gen- 
italia, or the adventures of 
Spotty the Sperm on his trip to 
see Ermy the Egg. 

You ask, “Is this a normal 
thing?” What is this craving for 
normality? Normal people 
don't get to the top of the 
heap—only exceptional peo- 
ple do. Do you think Ronald 
Reagan is normal, or George 
Bush or Margaret Thatcher (if 
you know who she is)? How- 
ever, it Ss normal for a healthy 
21-year-old human male to get 
an erection when he em- 
braces the object of his de- 
sires, and this is known as 
horniness. | have known many 
men like you in this respect— 
including my present man, who 
is more than twice your age— 
and none of them have re- 
garded it as a problem (al- 
though it is problematic for 


their women if they can't han- 
dle it). It only becomes a prob- 
lem when you do not get a 
spontaneous erection in the 
presence of your loved one, 
although this is also more or 
less normal in many men over 
40 years old. 

You say you are very sex- 
ually active—but | wonder how 
active that is, because after the 
“daily hug and kiss,” if you ac- 
tually have intercourse you ex- 
plode as soon as you enter her. 
What intrigues me is why you 
should want to cuddle her 
without a hard-on. It could be 
that your girlfriend doesn't 
have your libido and won't 
make love with you every time 
you are horny, but as she tells 
you not to worry about it, this 
may not be the reason. | sus- 
pect that you are full of the right 
stuff—a sexual athlete in the 
making, in fact—so if you in- 
tend to marry at an early age, 
it is important that while you 
can keep it up, your wife be 
able and willing to keep up with 
you. If not, you are risking a 
lifetime of frustration or an early 
divorce. | suggest that you take 
a little vacation with your fi- 
ancée to discover your poten- 
tial (unless you can fit it in with 
your schedule). When | first 
met my man we had three 
lovemaking sessions daily, 
during many of which he had 
more than one orgasm. 

Guy de Maupassant, the 
French writer, boasted that he 


All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send 
yours to Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Mag- 
azine, 1965 Broadway, New York, NY. 10023- 
5965. Miss Hollander regrets that'no private 
replies can be supplied 
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The first pewter re-creation ever author- 
ized by Paramount Pictures of the most 
famous Starship of all time. 


The Starship Enterprise.” Symbol of the eternal 

quest to explore new worlds. 

' Now, the Starship that carried Kirk, Spock 
and Uhura to the far reaches of the Galaxy can 

: be yours, Announcing the first fully authorized 

/ pewter re-creation of the Starship that has 
inspired millions. 


AUTHORIZED BY PARAMOUNT PICTURES 


The Franklin Mint 
Franklin Center, Pennsylvania 19091 


Yes, | want to take advantage of the unprecedented opportunity 
from Paramount Pictures to acquire the only authorized and fully 
authenticated pewter replica of the Starship Enterprise.” The 
reproduction is hand-cast in fine imported pewter, hand-chased 
and hand-rubbed to a classic patina, accented with crystals and 
24-karat gold. 

| need send no money now. | will be billed for my deposit of 
$39.* prior to shipment and then in 4 equal monthly installments 
of $39.* each, after shipment. 


*Plus my state sales tax and a total of $3. for shipping and handling 


Gulf+Western @ 
Company 


Officially Licensed 
Product 


© 1989 Paramount Pictures Corporation 
All Rights Reserved. STAR TREK, 
The U.S.S. Enterprise, and “To Boldly Go Where 
No Man Has Gone Before” are Trademarks of 
Paramount Pictures Corporation. 


Agiow with 24-karat gold 
electroplate and sparkling with 
crystals, the Starship Enterprise 
is shown smaller than actual size 
of approximately 10” in length. 


Precisely reproduced with assistance from 
STAR TREK’ creator Gene Roddenberry. 

Sculptured and handcrafted in fine hand- 
finished pewter. The main sensor and navi- 
gational deflector glow with 24-karat gold 
electroplate. The top propulsion units blaze 
with fiery red crystal cabochons. 


Available only on planet Earth, and only from 
The Franklin Mint. 
Priced at $195. 


AUTHENTICATED BY GENE RODDENBERRY. 


Please mail by September 30, 1989. 


Signature_ ane ee 
ALL ORDERS ARE SUBJECT TO ACCEPTANCE. 


Mr./Mrs./Miss——- 


PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 


Address Se es ee 


City, State, Zip u 


12135-36 
Each replica of the Starship Enterprise is accompanied by a Certificate of 
Authenticity with Gene Roddenberry's signature. 


could fuck to orgasm six times an hour. 
During his attempt to prove it for a whore- 
house bet, the counting stopped at 20 
straight fucks. Larry Levenson, owner of 
Plato's Retreat, the now-defunct swing- 
er’s heaven, won $7,500 by coming 14 
times in ten hours (Forum magazine, Oc- 
tober 1988). Frazier the insatiable lion 
fucked 170 times in 60 hours (this col- 
umn, November 1988). 

Your present attitude and lack of un- 
derstanding of the male sexual response 
is going to cause you problems unless 
you stop being embarrassed by your own 
virility. You are already a potential pre- 
mature ejaculator, which is why my sug- 
gestion of a sexual marathon is neces- 
sary therapy. If your girl can't take it all in 
her vagina or mouth, she can handle the 
situation by helping you to masturbate. 
Any young, healthy female would be more 
than happy to help you. 

If you really don’t want anyone to know 
that your fiancée drives you insane with 
her body, you can always wear a jock- 
strap (athletic supporter). However, there 
is one practice that you mention in the 
second paragraph of your letter that | 
think you should stop. You say that you 
enjoy giving each other advice. At your 
present level of knowledge of the human 
condition, it would be better to confine 
your enjoyment to giving each other 
head—without letting the cerebral part in 
on the act. 


“l hope you don't mind, Ernie—I just sold the movie 
rights to your life for a buck!” 
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BORED WITH BABES 

| am a 25-year-old male with thinning 
blond hair, but | still find that girls are 
attracted to me. I'll be graduating from 
my Catholic university soon, and this last 
year at college has been the most mem- 
orable of all. 

First there was Bianca. She was my 
steady girlfriend for two years. She was 
kind of chubby when we met, but has 
since slimmed down some. The first time 
with her was just that—her first time! That 
really made me feel like such a man. The 
way she clutched me and begged for 
more was a real ego boost. Bianca had 
never felt the satisfaction of wonderful sex 
before, and the Spanish words she whis- 
pered and screamed out /oud really 
turned me on. 

The problem was, we weren't able to 
see much of each other. She worked and 
took classes at different times, and the 
fireworks and explosions eventually came 
to an end. It became more of a chore— 
in and out, in and out—and then it was 
over. Then | met Stacey. 

She was so different—the opposite of 
Bianca. She was small, like a blond Bar- 
bie doll. Her tan was not the result of birth, 
but acquired from the sun. Her button 
nose was really cute, and there was a 
mutual attraction between us. My devo- 
tion to Bianca was lost. Stacey and | hit 
it off from the start. Our time in bed—and 
anywhere else—was smashing. We did 


everything from the usual to the un- 
usual—once she even asked me to take 
her from behind. God, she was so tight! 
Not as tight as | expected—but heav- 
enly! 

Things continued on quietly. Stacey 
didn’t know about Bianca, and vice versa. 
It was great for a while, but | soon lost 
interest in Stacey, just as | had with 
Bianca. One time | was so bored that even 
my enthusiasm over my part-time job as 
a strip-joint bouncer was waning. When 
! first started working there | was like a 
kid in a candy store—panting after all the 
gorgeous girls—but | lost interest soon 
after and developed a sore tooth. 

Every time | seem to have something 
going for me, bang—something hap- 
pens to my sex drive and ! lose interest. 
Sometimes | really have to concentrate 
on getting my dick hard! Monotony seems 
to be the word for my disease, and it’s 
really cramping my sex life. Am | turning 
gay? Please help —M. M. 


Contrary to popular belief, a lapsing li- 
bido does not signal the onset of homo- 
sexuality. All the gays | know have an ex- 
tremely high sex drive, but despite this, 
most of them are also capable of intelli- 
gent conversation and therefore an inter- 
esting sex life. 

The reason for your loss of interest is 
stated clearly in your own letter. If you 
find sex a “chore—in and out, in and out, 
and it's over”—it means that you have no 
idea what sex is all about. Explaining to 
you what you are doing wrong would be 
like explaining the color red to a blind 
person—but | will try. 

Back in 1981, when | was interviewed 
on the Tom Snyder show, | first mentioned 
a four-letter word ending in k, meaning 
“intercourse.” Since then, this has be- 
come my own personal cliché, and | am 
almost bored with it myself, but | have to 
keep saying it. Of course, the word I’m 
speaking about is “talk,” and it is vital to 
human relationships. We are born into the 
world alone, and until we learn to talk we 
have less contact with the human race 
than the family goldfish. Although we are 
surrounded by crowds for most of our 
lives, the only way we can break through 
this aloneness is by communicating with 
other human beings. The closest you can 
come to another person is in a sexual 
embrace, but unless your minds are 
touching, the physical contact is mean- 
ingless. When you, the mindless macho, 
have shot your load, it is all over and you 
walk out the door—lonelier than ever. 

The fact that you are about to graduate 
from a university means that you have 
presumably sufficient interest in some 
subject to have learned a bit about it, but 
this will be of no value to you unless you 
give some study to an important subject 
that is /ife—i.e., other people. You are 
preoccupied with yourself and your thin- 
ning hair—it doesn't matter what color it 
is, it's going to fall out, anyway. Forget it! 
Most girls don’t care if a man’s head is 


hairless; it's what goes on inside that is 
important. In fact, some women (| am one 
of them) find bald men attractive. 

Why don’t you get out of your strip-club 
environment and try to meet girls who 
have minds as well as bodies. Find your- 
self a woman who is hard to seduce and 
concentrate on making it exciting for her. 
See how many orgasms you can give her 
before you have one yourself. See if you 
can make love to her and bring her to 
climax without inserting your cock. No 
more in-and-out equals no more bore- 
dom. If you can make it interesting for 
her, you will find that it will also become 
interesting for you. 


NEW KIND OF LOVER 

lam 21 years old, six feet tall, and weigh 
about 160 pounds. I’m still in college, but 
| have my own off-campus apartment. | 
pick up Penthouse every month, not only 
because | am studying filmmaking and 
photography, but because | genuinely 
enjoy your fine publication—especially 
your column, Xaviera. 

| have had sex with three different girls 
so far. Sex with Gerrie, my last girlfriend, 
was basically the same as with my pre- 
vious two girlfriends—under the bed 
covers, still partially clothed, and in the 
missionary position—no variations. It 
seemed that every time we finished, Ger- 
rie would jump out of bed and run to the 
bathroom. Is this some sort of denial rit- 
ual? | tried to cuddle and talk with her 
after sex, but to no avail. | even sug- 
gested oral sex, but Gerrie was some- 
what hesitant. 

The last time we were together we 
started very slowly. | lifted her shirt, re- 
moved her clothes, and kissed every part 
of her body. The way that Gerrie moaned 
assured me that | was being very atten- 
tive to her needs. | was working my way 
down when she abruptly stopped me and 
said she didn't think that | was being “de- 
cent.” | couldn't believe it! Until that point, 
| thought that she wanted me to go down 
on her. 

| asked her if she would like to read 
some erotic material or watch a porno 
tape—maybe if she saw another woman 
taking pleasure in oral sex, she wouldn't 
be so squeamish. With that suggestion 
she totally freaked, told me she was thor- 
oughly disgusted, that | needed help, and 
stalked out the door. | haven’t seen her 
since. From reading your column fre- 
quently, | know that someone like you 
would be the ideal lover for me. Xaviera, 
where can | go to find a girl who enjoys 
the pleasure of giving and receiving a 
good sexual experience? | feel bad about 
Gerrie. | mean, she really was turned off 
and told me that | was indecent. What 
can! do before | start getting real sexual 
hang-ups?—T. C. 


Unfortunately for you, your girlfriend's 
Victorian ideals reflect the opinion of the 
nation as a whole, and most of the world 
has laws against offending the public's 
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THE MOST REMARKABLE 


\ ¢ Like all relaxations, you can put them down whenever you like. 


® Like all great passions, you won't be able to. 


¢ Like all great pleasures, they last for years. 


e Like life itself, they are a struggle of 
unparallelled scope and ardour. 


¢ They are enacted on a stage of breath-taking landscapes. : 4 


¢ They demand brutal intrigue 
and ruthless leadership. 


¢ Very soon all the vacancies 
will be gone. 


Book your place now— 
and if you introduce a friend, 
you Can start absolutely free. 
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foreground: Mackenzie King, prime minister of eS oman Sa et ‘ ‘ 
Canada, Franklin Roosevelt and Winston Churchill. it was a desperate plight in which the 14th Regiment of the Line found itself, the French square harshly pressed. 


World War II, The Napoleonic Wars and Muskets & Mules 
are revolutionary play-by-mail wargames, reproducing with 
perfect historical accuracy the conflicts themselves. You 
play a key figure in the military-political heirarchy of a 
major power of the time. Each turn you will receive 
beautifully printed maps, on wnich the deployments of your 
proud subordinates or loyal troops are displayed. Each turn, 
you move your forces into strategic positions to frustrate 
your enemies or to support your allies within the game. 

Whether you are Napoleon Buonaparte, General George 
Patton, Adolf Hitler, or any one of countless others, you will 
be thrown into an unprecedented theatre of alternate 
history. In these unique and amazing interactive wargames, 
you direct the destiny of world history. British ships of the line after Nelson’s triumph at Aboukir Bay. 


WARGAMES EVER CREATED \ 


WORLD WAR II 
THE NAPOLEONIC WARS 
and MUSKETS & MULES 


Productions of: Historical Simulations, Inc. 
WORLD WAR II 


In World War II you are one man at the top of the military-political 
heirarchy of a key power of the time and weave your own thread into 
the collective creation of all players which is the whole game. 
Whether you become General Rommel recently ordered to 
command of the Afrika Korps, Field Marshall Goring fibbing about 
the strength of the airforce or Adolf Hitler, Josef Stalin, President 
Trumam, Winston Churchill or whatever role you don World War II 
puts you into an unprecedented theatre of alternate history. 


THE NAPOLEONIC WARS 


Between 1798-1814 a straggle for world hegemony was waged. 


From Napoleon Buonaparte’s decision to invade Egypt, to 

Alexander I’s to champion Mecklenburg, the decision which led to 

the downfall of Napoleon, the history of Eurasia twisted and turned. 

History could have diverged profoundly from its actual course. 

Nelson should have caught Napoleon en route to Egypt destroyed 

him and inadvertently preserved the Republic. Napoleon should have 
triumphed in 1813. 


The tapestry of these struggles was dark to its creators, its final 
outcome obscure and inevitably the result of a panoply of individual 
efforts. For example, the French were undone in Spain by 
Napoleon’s inability to personally supervise the campaign. 


MUSKETS & MULES 


During the years 1805-1810 a four-cornered struggle for hegemony 
raged over German and Italian speaking Europe. Empires rose and 
Empires fell. In the course of this epochal clash of powers the first 
French Empire under the Emperor Napoleon | broke the back of the 
Habsburg Empire, twice defeated the Empire of all the Russias and 
virtually dismembered the Kingdom of Prussia. 


A French hussar and a dragoon talk with their 


sentries posted nearby. 


ae 


STAR IN THE DEFINITIVE WARGAMES 


Fill in the coupon below or phone us at (914) 428-1990 to find out more. FAX: (914) 761-3042 
To: Historical Simulations, 99 Court Street, White Plains, NY 10601 


$50 for rules, materials and your first turn, please tick off the a friend to join. Call us to arrange. Please make checks 
appropriate box and fill in the chart. Free start-up if you get payable to Historical Simulations, Inc. 


SPECIAL OFFER Sign up for 3 turns ($60)...Get Start-Up Materials FREE ($30 Savings ) 


WORLD WAR II 


Please number countries 


A turn takes place 


L] THE NAPOLEONIC WARS 


MUSKETS & MULES 


every 14 days 


and costs $20 per turn. 


Name 


Address 


Telephone number 


in order of preference: 

Greater Germany 

The Soviet Union (and the CCP) 
The British Empire ............ 
The Japanese Empire . 

The United States of America 


The Italian Empire ........... : 


The French Republic 
Nationalist China 
Other Power (e.g. Poland) . 


(1 to 2) (1 to 3) 


Field Commander ... Army 
Strategic Commander. Navy. . 


Political Leader . . Air Force 


Please number countries 
in order of preference: 


Republic of France 
Great Britian 
The Habsburg Monarchy 


The Empire of 
all the Russias 


The Kingdom of Prussia 
The Ottoman Empire 
Other Power (e.g. Spain) 


(1 to 2) (1 to 2) 
Field Commander Army ..... 
Strategic/Political Navy 
Commander 


Please number countries 
in order of preference: 
(1 to 3) 


French 
Austrian 
Russian 
Prussian 


PH-9 


© 1989 

Historical Simulations, Inc. 
99 Court Street 

White Plains, New York 10601 


sense of decency. It seems that we 
haven't progressed very far from the Pu- 
ritans who covered their tables with floor- 
length tablecloths to conceal the legs, 
which were considered suggestive. The 
American motion-picture industry went a 
long way to promote the respectability of 
the female leg, and during World War II, 
manufacturers of nylon stockings con- 
firmed it as a boost to the morale of our 
Gl'’s. But other bits of the female body are 
still supposed to be covered at all times. 
The ex—attorney general's attempts at 
censorship have succeeded, for exam- 
ple, in removing naked breasts from the 
covers of some men’s magazines. The 
result: A lot of people are led to believe 
that pornography starts with the expo- 
sure of the female nipple. The curious 
reasoning often used is that “children 
might see it” (or in this case, them), even 
though not long before, those children 
were sucking on those same nipples. 

This is the type of thinking that is re- 
sponsible for remarks like “If God had 
wanted us to fly, He’d have given us 
wings.” Since He gave us bodies 
equipped with all sorts of fancy acces- 
sories (eyes to see with, ears to hear with, 
penises and vaginas to have sexual in- 
tercourse with), | would have thought He 
expects us to use them. 

Now, you have actually crossed over 
that ditch, because even though you're 
having “under the bedclothes groping in 


the dark"—type sex, at least it’s better than 
no sex. Still, your girl’s hang-ups are psy- 
chologically alarming, because what she 
is actually saying Is that it is okay to have 
sex (that’s how she got born), but it is 
wicked to enjoy it. 

“Decent” is defined in my dictionary as 
“fitting, proper, socially acceptable; not 
causing shock and shame to others.” As 
there was presumably no one to witness 
your undercover fumblings, you should 
point out to her that she is using the wrong 
word. In my book, she is the “indecent” 
one, because it is fitting, proper, and in- 
deed socially accepted to be naked while 
engaged in sexual. intercourse—that’s 
why the promoters of crotchless panties, 
garter belts, leather clothing, and edible 
underpants (in seven exciting new fla- 
vors) are generally classified as just a bit 
“kinky.” 

Your mission in life is to convince her, 
and others like her, that they are wrong, 
and as a filmmaker you should have am- 
ple opportunity. As part of your educa- 
tion, however, | think you should discover 
that there are women in the world like the 
ones you read about in “Forum” letters, 
and rather than disrupt your studies by 
moving permanently to a more permis- 
sive part of America, | suggest you take 
a short summer vacation in Europe. If that 
is beyond your budget, a week in Mexico 
(Acapulco or Puerto Vallarta) should do 
the trick. There you will find samples of 


“Oral contraceptive is when you say ‘No!'” 
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your countrywomen from all walks of life 
indulging in erotic pursuits with dedi- 
cated eagerness. 


FADE TO BLACK 

| hope you can help me. I’m a black 
woman married to a black man. | love him 
very much and have always been at- 
tracted to him. Secretly | also desire white 
men, and on occasion have taken plea- 
sure with them. 

Here is my problem: Recently an ap- 
pliance repairman came to our house to 
fix our refrigerator. He was white and re- 
sembled Elvis Presley. My husband was 
at work and | was super-horny, so | 
thought | should take advantage of the 
situation. 

Since he came by in the morning, | was 
still in my short terry-cloth bathrobe. As 
| led him to the kitchen, | knew that he 
was watching my behind, so | swayed and 
made sure that my walk was extra sexy. 
| wanted to empty the drip pan before he 
moved the refrigerator and when | bent 
over, my robe rode up high until it was 
just barely covering my ass. | acted like 
the pan was stuck, so | stayed down there 
a bit longer until | was sure that this guy 
had a good glimpse of my ass. 

All of a sudden, | felt his hands grab 
my ass cheeks. | swear | almost had an 
orgasm right there on the kitchen floor! 
He then stripped me and carried me to 
the living room, gently placing me on the 
sofa, where we started kissing. Both of 
us were really hot. He put me in a doggie- 
style position and kissed my ass, thighs, 
and finally my pussy from behind. | was 
dripping and ready, so | told him to hurry 
up and fuck me. This guy pulled out the 
largest white cock that | ever saw! We 
fucked and sucked until it was time for 
my husband to arrive home. 

It wasn’t too long after this interlude 
that | discovered | was pregnant. Now | 
am seven months gone and | don’t know 
if the father is my husband or that beau- 
tiful white stud. Is there any way that! can 
tell? Xaviera, what are the chances of the 
baby coming out lighter than me? Should 
| tell my husband?—J. C. 


Here is a message to all you people out 
there—male, female, or bi; red, white, 
black, yellow, or blue; married or single: 
Don't screw around with strangers with- 
out a condom! 

You are a silly, naughty girl for doing 
this, and now you are in bad trouble. My 
advice to wives (and husbands, too) who 
cheat is: Don't tell—it’s your problem, not 
his (or hers). Unfortunately, your care- 
lessness has compounded the problem. 
Whatever you do, remember that the most 
important person in this setup is your 
baby, and if your husband leaves you be- 
cause of this terrible misfortune, it is your 
child who will suffer! 

People are so, worried about racial 
matters in the United States (and a lot of 
other places) that they are scared to talk 
about them, just as they are hesitant to 


mention sexual hang-ups. 

The physical characteristics of the hu- 
man race are determined by our genes, 
which are like microscopic computer 
programs. lf a white cat breeds with a 
black cat, she is likely to get black kit- 
tens, white kittens, and black-and-white 
kittens. These are just color variations of 
the same race. When a black human 
breeds with a white human you get a sim- 
ilar result, except that black-white mixes 
become beautiful shades of brown. There 
are also other characteristics to take into 
account—e.g., body build, the shape of 
the nose and head and lips, eye color, 
and so on. There are special genes for 
all of these variations. 

Now, blacks have been around in 
America almost as long as whites (which 
will never be as long as the red people). 
The result is that if your ancestors were 
American, you can be sure that they 
screwed around just as much as we do. 
We have what amounts to a genetic 
cocktail—which in simple terms means 
that your refrigerator repairman could 
have black genes, and you or your hus- 
band may have white genes hidden away 
inside of you. In other words, your baby 
could have red hair, green eyes, and white 
skin, or might look like your husband, re- 
gardless of who the daddy is. 

| suggest that you read up on this sub- 
ject at your local library so that if you give 
birth to a kid who looks like the Vice Pres- 
ident, you can baffle your husband with 
science. You can guess what my advice 
to you is. You got laid, so lie, keep lying, 
and do it well. Don't ever admit that there 
is the slightest possibility that your hus- 
band is not your child’s father. Whatever 
he says or does, your kid is more impor- 
tant. There are people who will say that 
my advice to you is wicked and immoral, 
but the only other alternative (and this 
would result in much unhappiness) Is to 
put the baby up for adoption and get di- 
vorced. Think about it! Ot-g 
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"What happened 
when he ate the worm, 
he wont tell 

But dbys late 
they say, he was sill smiling 
Calling tor Greater truths, 
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BACK TO SCHOOL Q & A 


BY EMILY PRAGER 


was any indication, you young men out there need guid- 

ance. According to the media, if you're not killing one an- 
other in fraternity hazings, you're date raping or wilding in the 
streets. Your collective sense of manhood js seriously fucked. 
That's why we have decided to Answer Some Questions Young 
Men Ask. 

What is a man? How does it ‘differ from a beast, a savage, 
a monster? Many boys ask this question, and these days it's 
difficult to answer. But most experts agree the differences are 
brain weight, bipedalism, the ability to reason, honor. Okay, / 
get the first three, but what is this thing—honor? No reason 
why you should know what honor is since few, if any, males in 
authority have shown any in the past 20 years, but honor is:a 
nobieness of mind, a dignity of bearing, high respect. Sounds 
weird, 1 know, but let me give you an example. 

You're involved in a fraternity hazing. You've spent an hour 
forcing a young pledge to eat disgusting things, and now the 
brothers are holding his head down in the toilet water so he 
can't breathe, while beating the soles of his feet with radio 


i: September, time to go back to school, and if last spring 


antennae. The pledge is terrified and fighting for his life. You 


can (a) join in with evil glee and 
beat the fucker till he passes out, 
(b) leave the fraternity house so 
that if the pledge dies, you can't 
be blamed, or (c) you can sum- 
mon up what little honor you 
have left. You can suddenly re- 
alize that you have bound your 
future to a bunch of psychotic 
wackos who get a perverse 
pleasure out of violating another 
human being, if not extinguish- 
ing his life. You can-understand 
that you're a 20-year-old man 
with a heart and a soul and a 
good name worth protecting. 
You can walk into the bathroom 
and save the pledge. 

In primitive societies, when a 
boy became a man, he had to 
go out and hunt down a lion. 
Compare that to a bunch of col- 
lege boys lusting in group bul- 
lying and playing around in the 
toilet. Pathetic. 


| see no difference between’ rape and sex. Is there any? 
Perhaps one of the greatest misunderstandings in today’s 
United States is the alliance of rape with sex. Rape has nothing 
whatsoever to do with sex. Like a stabbing with a knife or ice 
pick, or a bullet wound from a gunshot, rape is just another 
form of violent penetration of the human body by a weapon. 
Sex, on the other hand, is the genital union of consenting living 
beings. “Consenting” is the operative word here. If you want 
to have sex with someone, and they don't want to, and you 
force them to, you. have left the realm of sex and entered the 
world of violent crime, and there is no longer any real differ- 
ence between you and Ted Bundy. 

What about date rape? In a recent newspaper poll of college 
boys, 70 percent said they thought it was okay to force a girl 
to have sex if you’d taken her to dinner and a movie. Sure, and 
it's okay for a girl to force a hatpin into a boy’s groin if she’s 
typed his term paper for him. Logic 101. 

| like Lee Atwater. He’s young. He's head of the Republican 
party. He played electric guitar on “Letterman.” He's an hon- 
orable man, isn't he? No, not only is Lee Atwater not an hon- 
orable man, he is, what we used to call in another era, a sleaze- 
bag. Lee Atwater is a man who 
exploits and twists the per- 
sonal. tragedies of his oppo- 
nents in order to brand and 
smear them with innuendo and _ 
rumor. No, Lee Atwater is not an 
honorable man. He's the Joe 
McCarthy of the eighties. It's true 
he plays electric guitar, but 
badly, badly. 

| love wilding. Why shouldn't | 
take my rage and frustration out 
in violence on other, weaker hu- 
man beings? There's no'point in 
my telling you now; you wouldn't 
believe me. Ask me again when 
you're older and beaten down 
by the grim life that rage, vio- 
lence, and the Lee Atwaters of 
the world have begotten, when 
you have wives and children to 
protect. Living an Anthony Bur- 
gess novel might be fun when 
you're young, but later you'll 
want Flaubert. Look it up. 
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So, you think you're pretty 
smart for a college student? 
Do you think you have the 
financial savvy to outwit your 
classmates in the stock 
market? Well, | did and man- 
aged to win some hefty 
cash, a trip to New York City, 
and a Bahamas vacation. 

Thanks to Wall Street 
Games Inc., the creators of 
the First Annual AT&T Colle- 
giate Investment Challenge in 
which | was a finalist, | will 
always remember my odyssey 
from college into the spotlight 
of The Wall Street Journal. 
A $2,000 check accompanied 
my eighth-place finish out 
of 11,252 college students 
across the country who 
competed for the grand prize 
of $25,000. The top ten 
investors and their guests 
were flown to New York for a 
VIP tour of the Stock Ex- 
change. The next morning 
we boarded a plane to the 
Bahamas for six glorious 
days on the beaches of the 
Crystal Palace Resort, com- 
pliments of the Bahamas 
Ministry.of Tourism. 

Just think, all those prizes 
and the media coverage 


cost me a 
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$49.95 entry fee—a damn 
good investment! 

The contest, which simu- 
lates the stock exchange 
to near perfection, began with 
each participant's account 
at $500,000. This money 
could then be invested in any 
of the publicly traded compa- 
nies among the various 
stock exchanges. Trades 
were made by calling a toll- 
free number where brokers 
quoted prices and updated 
your account position. At 
the end of each trading 


month, a newsletter was sent 
to each investor with the 
updated rankings and ac- 
count values. It was exciting 
to see my name associated 
with a dollar sign and six 
digits! 

Each student brought a 
different financial background 
and level of expertise to 
the competition. | clerked for 
two summers at the Chicago 
Board Options Exchange, 

learning the lingo of the fi- 
~*~ nancial world, the basics 
of sound investing, 
and the importance 
of the commodity of 
information. With 
this knowledge, | 
\ studied the 

> financial state- 


ments and annual reports of 
various Companies, and 
decided to invest 90 percent 
of my funds in Emery World- 
wide Air Freight, which was 
subsequently taken over 
by: Consolidated Freightways. 
| made a 148-percent profit 
of $738,000 in four months. 
Now, at the age of 22, 
I've already earned my first 
million—it's only a million 
on paper, but there are six 
zeros nonetheless. | was also 
mentioned in The Wall Street 
Journal, an accomplishment 


for which many business 
professionals would kill. 

I'm really glad | saw the 
Wall Street Games advertise- 
ment and took a few minutes 
to enter the contest. The 
Second Annual AT&T Colle- 
giate Investment Challenge 
runs from November 1, 1989, 
to February 28, 1990, and 
this toll-free number, (800) 
545-1990, could be your 
opportunity to win and learn 
all that | did. These past 
months have been a fun and 
very enjoyable experience. 
Hopefully, it's one that will 
help me land that job I've al- 
ways wanted. 


The author recently graduated 
from the University of Michi- 


gan. College students are 
invited to submit suggestions 
for “Campus View” to: Robyn 
Lee, Penthouse Editorial 
Dept., 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N'Y. 10023. 


BY KATE LYNCH 


Public radio’s black sheep, 
Joe Frank, creator and narra- 
tor of the popular radio drama 
“Work in Progréss,” is into 
his third season, thanks 
to sizable grants from the 
Corporation for Public Broad- 
casting and the National 
Endowment for the Arts. De- 
spite the program's steady 
growth in popularity (featured 
on over 30 stations nation- 
wide), “Work in Progress" 
cannot be heard in-the na- 
tion’s capital on either of 
its two National Public Radio 
stations. And he has been 
exiled to a middle-of-the-night 
slot on WNYC—New York 
City’s N.PR. flagship station.’ 
Does the native New Yorker 
find this strange? “Not really,” 
Frank told Penthouse, “but | 
am disturbed that program 
directors make decisions 
for their listeners.” New York- 
ers can hear Frank at a rea- 
sonable hour on New Jersey’s 
WFMU. (See Penthouse 
“Games,” March 1989.) 
“Work in Progress’—occa- 
sionally dismissed as mali- 
cious, vile, ridiculous gar- 
bage—is more often lauded 
as thought-provoking enter- 
tainment. “His best work 
transcends the genre of radio 
and becomes great art,” 
offers WXPN (Philadelphia) 
Music Director Mike Morrison. 
WBEZ (Chicago) Program 
Director Ken Davis says the 
majority view Frank's work as 
“creative mind theater.” 


Although Davis believes 
Frank is “an acquired taste,” 
he adds that many listeners 
“live and breathe it. It's almost 
impossible to leave the show 
once you get sucked in.” 

The stories are legion of 
spellbound listeners driving in 
circles around their homes 
until a program's conclusion. 
Positive reaction is often 
immediate—"Your radio show 
impressed me dramatically 
and indelibly the first time | 
heard it,” one fan told Frank. 
Or more gradual—At first | 
hated it, then | was confused, 
and finally it dawned on me 
thatit was genius,” Ohio 
resident Rob Shober said of 
his Joe Frank experience. 

Frank himself has faced 
angry listeners, as in the 
case of a Pennsylvania - 
woman who called KCRW, 
the Santa Monica station that 
produces the show, after 
becoming incensed by “Rent 
a Family"—a three-part 
series that won the C.PB. 
Public Radio Program Award 
and Columbia University’s 
Major Armstrong Award 
in 1988. After Frank explained 
to her that the theme of the 
show deals with loneliness in 
this country and the inability 
to commit, she calmed down 


and they “agreed to dis- 
agree.” 

In any case, Frank's work 
never fails to move listeners 
when it lurches from lullabies 
to disasters or tragedies. In 
“Nausea,” for example; the 
narrator muses dreamily over 
a soundtrack of gently falling 
rain, saying, “Rain puts the 
world in a trance.” Then, 
abruptly shifting gears, he 
states that he has never 
felt lonelier in his life, and 
resolves to leave his wife 
before the rain stops, telling 
her, “I realized you're a 
stranger to me.” 

Another of Frank’s charac- 
ters ridicules the trimmings 
and trappings of Christmas in 
“A Road to Hell.” He de- 
scribes the Christmas tree he 
leaves up till mid-August: 
“The other decorations on my 
tree are fire extinguishers, 
smashed bifocals, blocks of 
steaming dry ice, a cameo 
of Eva Braun, a dental chart 
of Anthony Eden. .. .” Shock 
and titillation are not Frank's 
purpose, but as he soberly 
explains, “To face a painful 
truth is ennobling or enrich- 
ing, and suffering can lead to 
wisdom." 

The former teacher also 
strives to “astonish listeners, 
open up new vistas, and 
expand. the imagination.” 


-Frank, the student who ranked 


493 in a high school graduat- 
ing class of 505, says that 
had he foreseen his current 
success—which this year 
included sold-out one-man 
performances at Los Ange- 
les’s Museum of Contempo- 
rary Art and a book deal 


with William Morrow—“! would 


have fallen on my knees 
with tears in my eyes.” 
Accolades and awards 
aside, Frank says of his lis- 
tener mail, “Without the 


letters, I'd be in limbo.” Stu- 
dents, senior citizens, and 
prisoners are among his di- 
verse “cult” audience. People 
have written-him that they 
listen to “Work in Progress” 
with family and friends as 

in the radio days of old. A 
Japanese exchange student 
wrote Frank after returning 
home, “Life without Joe 

is boring and almost empty.” 


SEX NEWS 


BY TRUDI MILLER 


You've seen personal ads, 
singles party lines, video 
dating services. Now get 
ready for the latest trend in 
bringing people together: 
fax machines. 

“It's the wave of the future,” 
says Barry Kushelowitz 
(known as “Kush”), creator of 
SinglesFax. For $49.95, you 
fill up a page with whatever 
you wish, and Kush will fax 
it to 75 women members. 
The women join free if they 


* 


live in New 
York City; pay $5 
if they live in Nas- 
sau or Westchester 
counties, and $10 any- 
where else in the U.S. 
“This is a great way to 


2. S : . 
SS = If you prefer, you 


meet women,” says Kush. 
“It's safe and easy, and it’s 
more creative than a personal 
ad—you get a whole page. 
Some people send a photo. 
Others write poems. One guy 
did a one-page romance 
novel. Another did a cross- 
word puzzle—the words 
going across described him, 
and the words going down 
described his ideal 
woman. It shows a bit of 
your personal- 
ity.” 


sistant 
. 


books 
editor 
at Good House- 
keeping and 
& ,an amateur film- 
maker, Kush 
got the idea for 
SinglesFax 
last February, 
after reading an 
article on fax 
* machines. “It 
was just 
before Valen- 
tine’s Day, 


and the idea 
a hit me,” 
he says. 


Men don't need 
a'fax machine to 
join SinglesFax: 


_ include 
' in your mes- 
sage an - 
address or 
phone number 
where interested 
women can reach you. 
In Kush's view, 
SinglesFax fulfills a real need. 
“The.whole dating scene 
today is awful,” he states 
frankly. “It's hard to meet 
people, especially in big cit- 
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ies. This is the perfect solu- 
tion.” Kush points out the 
advantages to meeting via 
fax: You can include a photo, 
the response is instanta-: 
neous, and it’s fun. “You come 
home, and there's a note on 
your fax machine from some- 
one who wants to meet you.” 

Kush hopes to soon 
broaden the appeal of 
SinglesFax by having women 
send fax introductions as 
well. But he'll know the idea 
has really caught on, he 
says, “when people start fax- 
ing marriage proposals.” 

For more information on 
SinglesFax, call (718) 896- 
0447, or send a fax to (718) 


275-2651. 
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BY BILL LEE 


If God paid taxes, John 
Callahan would've been one 
helluva write-off with the 
Eternal Revenue Service. 
Listed on the Almighty's 1040 
as a quadriplegic crippled 

in a car accident, the “return” 
on God's excess payment 


1 might've included 12 Meth- 


odist ministers, a gaggle 
of rabbis, and (at least) two 
“water bars” on Rodeo Drive. 
But, lo and behold, a miracle. 
John Callahan found humor! 
John first came to my 
attention through his cartoon- 
art submissions to Penthouse 
and Omni magazines. The 
drawings seemed to bounce 
off the pages, their tangled 
style of wildly beautiful lines 
entwined in the illustration 
of humorous dialogue that 
reached far beyond typical 
sick humor. At first glance, | 
thought “madman.” But as 
the envelopes continued 
to arrive on my desk, | real- 


| ized that his talent 
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transcended the labeling of 
content. He was good! We 
published him regularly. Now 
the rest of the world is on 
its way to fully discovering his 
talent by way of his autobiog- 
raphy: Don’t Worry, He Won't 
Get Far on Foot (Morrow). 

Born out of wedlock in 
February 1951, he was imme- 
diately adopted. Church ° 
schools and the fertile farm- 
lands of Oregon's Columbia 
River offered fond memories 
for him as a child, but he 
often wondered about his real 
mother: “Was my mother a 
queen? A whore? Could 
| locate her at a bank teller's 
window? ‘Yes, I'd like to 
cash this check, Mom!” 

His descriptions of 
his employment in a state 
hospital offer the first 
images of a long reach for 
satire in the face of adversity. 
He distributed Thorazine 
and aided in the:handling of 
physically disabled people, 
a situation that he would 
become all too familiar with 
on July 22, 1972, when he 
was crippled for life in a car 
accident in Long Beach, 
California: “Then, the gentle 
confusion. Red lights. Shout- 
ing. Something about a 
blowtorch and a gas tank. A 


cacophony of faraway sounds 
and lights.” 

The horrendous pain and 
agony of his early stage 


of disability are grim to read, . 


but offer superb views of 
the author's strength of char- 
acter in the face of total 
physical disaster. One exam- 
ple of the ordeal comes 


from the brief description of a - 


hospital visit from a group 

of Chinese medical students: 
“They'd be looking with the 
sheets off, probing my geni- 
tals, shuffling my papers, 
checking the wristband to 
make sure | was not an 
impostor trying to fake my 
way into quadriplegia.” The 
incident was followed by 

his soul-shattering scream of 
“Goddamn it, help me, moth- 
erfucker, somebody help 
me...” 

Adjustments to the hellish 
situation (thankfully) arrive 
with a mastery of the me- 
chanics of quadriplegic sex. 
Callahan's recollection of 
his first tryst: “I invited her to 
sit on my lap; | had no idea 
that this was going to be 
my M.O. for the rest of my life. 
Two seconds into 
the kiss, my 


pedal broke under our com- 
bined weight. She fell flat 
on her ass.” 

The sex therapy. continued 
with porn flicks showing 
quadriplegics and paraple- 
gics making it with “normal 
girls.” Sexual-trysts occur 
often enough in the book to 
give the reader a positive 
sense of Callahan's lifestyle. 

Unfortunately, the book's 
narrative style is a bit dis- 
jointed and lacking in detail, 
like a stop-action storyboard 
for animated cartoons. But 
the consistent use of satiric 
drawings is more than helpful 
in defining the writer's moods 
and thought process, leaving 
the reader with the conclu- 
sion that John Callahan 
is a bit of a miracle, just.as 
long as you don't ask him to 
walk on water. Novelist Jo- 
seph Flaherty once described 
humor as “the last outpost 
of civilized man.” If- that's the 
case, John Callahan, in this 
poignant autobiography, 
is still holding down the 
fort. Ot+-_ 
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BY ART CUMINGS 


“One hundred and fifty-three get-well cards to go!” 


‘SAY IT AIN’T 
SO, PETE!’ 


By Gerald Posner 
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Riverfront Stadium, Cincinnati, Septem- 
ber 11, 1985. The Padres’ Eric Show hurls 
a fastball, and Pete Rose slashes at the 
pitch, shooting a line-drive single into left 
field. It was Rose's 4,192nd career hit, 
and before he reached first base, the ca- 
pacity crowd was on its feet. For the next 
nine minutes, Riverfront Stadium rocked 
from the thunderous applause directed 
at the man who had broken Ty Cobb's all- 
time hit record, a feat many fans had con- 
sidered untouchable. It is a scene that 
frames Rose's playing career, the culmi- 
nation of a personal mission from the man 
whose relentless style of play earned him 
the nickname “Charlie Hustle.” To many 
sports fans, Rose was not only assured 
a place in the Baseball Hall of Fame, but 
would be remembered as one of the 
game's greatest and most respected 
players. 

Less than four years later, Pete Rose 
was the subject of investigations from the 
baseball commissioner's office as well as 
federal prosecutors. The multiple inquir- 
ies have focused on an assortment of 
charges: illegal betting, including wag- 
ers on baseball; the sale of prized and 
bogus memorabilia; dealings in unre- 
ported cash and possible income-tax 
evasion; and associations with shady 
characters, including convicted cocaine 
dealers and bookies. Hundreds of news- 
paper and magazine articles, and doz- 
ens of radio and television specials, have 
focused on the charges Rose faces. 

During this intense media scrutiny, 
many involved in the Rose investigation 
spoke about their roles. But one key voice 
remained publicly silent, despite tremen- 
dous pressure to talk. That person is Paul 


Janszen, one of Rose's closest friends 
during the past few tumultuous years. 
While serving a six-month sentence in a 
Cincinnati halfway house for income-tax 
evasion on the sale of steroids, Janszen 
has been in the spotlight as the chief Rose 
accuser ever since Sports Illustrated 
broke the story in March. During the fol- 
lowing months, Janszen first told his story 
to the baseball commissioner's office. A 
staff of attorneys and investigators then 
checked every detail of his testimony. 
Janszen passed a polygraph test, which 
he had taken at the request of the com- 
missioner's office. One federal investi- 
gator concluded that “on a scale of one 
to ten, Janszen’s credibility is a ten.” 

In addition to helping the commission- 
er's office, Janszen made himself avail- 
able to Penthouse and me. | spent doz- 
ens of hours with him during the past 
several months. As a result of my con- 
versations with others involved in the Rose 
affair, | agree with the federal investigator 
and have no doubts about Paul Jan- 
szen’'s credibility. 

Janszen's intimacy with Rose allows 
him to reveal the inside story of how Rose 
went from the pinnacle of his sport to the 
abyss. He portrays Rose as living in a 
world where cash was king and every- 
thing was justified in order to fuel an ever- 
increasing gambling addiction. It is a 
story of a man with few moral qualms 
leading a disinterested and sometimes 
abusive personal life, repeating patterns 
of selecting friends to help him when he 
was in debt to bookies, and then aban- 
doning them when he owed them money 
he no longer wanted to repay. The man 
exposed in conversations with Paul Jan- 
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szen is not the Pete Rose that fans 
watched break Ty Cobb’s record on that 
September night in 1985. He is instead a 
man obsessed with gambling. The won- 
der of the story that Janszen tells is not 
that investigators finally focused on Rose. 
Rather, it is that Rose's transgressions 
were not uncovered years earlier. This, 
then, is Paul Janszen’s story. 


Janszen is a 32-year-old Ohio native, born 
and raised in Western Hills, a white mid- 
dle-class Cincinnati suburb. The eldest 
of five sons in a Catholic family, Janszen 
was an average student involved in high 
school track, weight lifting, and football. 
He spent three years at the University of 
Cincinnati, followed by a year at Northern 
Kentucky, but never received his degree. 
By 1979, Janszen moved to North Col- 
lege Hill, a working-class Cincinnati sub- 
urb. There he began working at a steel- 
drum factory, and also joined a hard-core 
bodybuilding gym, Mendenhall’s, where 
he met some of the bodybuilders who 
later played roles in the Rose saga. “The 
first person | met when | walked in the 
door was Don Stenger.” (Stenger is now 
serving a ten-year prison sentence for in- 
come-tax evasion and conspiracy to dis- 
tribute cocaine.) 

Stenger and Janszen became friends, 
and together they frequented a down- 
town bar called Sleep Out Louie's. It was 
there in 1980 that Janszen met a small, 
loud man who checked IDs. His name 
was Tommy Gioiosa, and unknown to 
Janszen at the time, his newfound friend 
was almost a surrogate son to Pete Rose. 
(Gioiosa, who has described himself as 
a professional gambler, is under indict- 
ment for tax evasion and conspiracy to 
distribute cocaine.) Gioiosa had met Rose 
at the Reds' training camp during the late 
1970s, and the two formed a special 
bond. He relocated from Boston to Cin- 
cinnati to move in with Rose and his first 
wife Karolyn. “To Tommy, Pete was like a 
father,” Janszen said. “He always talked 
about Pete. It was his claim to fame.” 

While Janszen saw Gioiosa every Fri- 
day night, he did not meet the ballplayer. 
Rose, who signed with Philadelphia in 
1978, returned to Cincinnati each off- 
season, sometimes rooming with Gioiosa. 
Janszen was not yet part of the inner 
Circle. 

During the early 1980s, Janszen, who 
had begun using steroids, also started 
selling them to other bodybuilders. Ad- 
ditionally, his friend Don Stenger had 
branched out into cocaine. In 1985 an 
event took place that brought Stenger, 
Janszen, Gioiosa, and Rose together. 
Stenger became the 50-percent owner of 
a Gold’s Gym franchise in northern Cin- 
cinnati. His partner was Michael Fry (Fry 
is serving an eight-year prison sentence 
for cocaine trafficking and tax evasion). 
One of the first things Stenger and Fry 
did was to hire Stenger’s friend, Tommy 
Gioiosa, as the club's manager. And when 
Rose returned from a trade with Mon- 
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treal, Gioiosa brought him to Gold’s for 
his workouts. It was through this gym that 
Rose formed friendships with an assort- 
ment of bodybuilders over the next sev- 
eral years. 

But Gold’s was more than a social cen- 
ter where Rose found friends. Shortly after 
the gym opened, a friend of Janszen's 
asked him if he could get an ounce of 
cocaine through Don Stenger. Despite his 
initial hesitation, Janszen acted as Sten- 
ger’s middleman. 

At that point, Janszen discovered that 
not only had Stenger’s cocaine business 
grown, but that his gym partner, Mike Fry, 
was also a partner in the drug business. 
“An ounce or two had become penny- 
ante to Don, and he didn't want to fool 
with it anymore. So sometimes he told 
me, ‘Hey, | don’t have anything, Paul, call 
Mike up.’” While their cocaine business 
boomed, Fry and Stenger had the op- 
portunity to meet Pete Rose, courtesy of 
Tommy Gioiosa. Janszen remembers the 
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On a Saturday, Pete 
would bet 20 to 30 college 
football games at 
$4,000 per game. He could 
easily have more 
than a hundred grand riding 
on a single day. 
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period clearly. “It was a big time, be- 
cause Pete was approaching the record 
hit and all. Suddenly you've got Tommy 
[Gioiosa] and Don Stenger and Pete Rose 
hanging around together, all best friends.” 

During this time, Janszen and others 
first learned that Rose bet on sporting 
events. “Tommy would make it very clear 
to the girls working the front desk, ‘I don't 
want to talk to anybody today, except 
Pete. As soon as Pete calls, get me. Pete 
Rose is going to call me.’ And you would 
hear Tommy on the phone talking to Pete. 
Tommy would get his sheets out with all 
the teams being played—at the time it 
was football. And then he'd read off things 
to Pete on the phone. | mean, it was just 
like I’m talking to you. Pete called Tommy 
every night, almost. | guess Pete was 
somewhere and couldn't be reached. 
Sometimes Tommy would go back in the 
other office and take the calls. But most 
of the time he'd sit up at the front desk. It 
was very impressive for him to talk to Pete 
in front of all those people. 

“Everybody in the gym knew what was 
going on. Tommy would come into the 
gym and say loudly, ‘Oh, man, me and 
Pete got killed this week,’ ‘Pete lost 


$36,000,’ or ‘Pete lost $42,000.’ And it 
was never ‘Pete won.’ It was always ‘Pete 
lost, lost, lost.” 

Stenger became a third wheel with 
Rose and the ever-present Gioiosa dur- 
ing this period. He attended games at 
Riverfront Stadium and became a famil- 
iar face in the Reds’ clubhouse. The co- 
caine-dealing Stenger reportedly at- 
tended a special celebration dinner 
hosted by Rose after his record-breaking 
game. Stenger even accompanied 
Gioiosa and Rose to several baseball 
card shows, where Rose charged fans 
for each signature, often earning more 
than $10,000, almost always in cash, for 
an afternoon’s work. According to Jan- 
szen, as Rose's betting debts grew, Sten- 
ger helped the ballplayer by paying al- 
most $70,000 in cash for his M-1 BMW 
sports car. 

As the Stenger-Rose relationship con- 
tinued, an important development took 
place in late 1985. According to Janszen, 
Tommy Gioiosa, Rose's point man for new 
friendships, began driving to Florida to 
pick up cocaine for Stenger. Janszen later 
discovered that Gioiosa’s drug venture 
was not kept secret from Rose: “Pete later 
told me this, and Tommy told me this. At 
least one time, before he left for Florida 
to pick up the cocaine, he stopped off at 
the clubhouse to say hi to Pete, and he 
showed Pete the suitcase with $200,000 
cash in it. He said, ‘Yeah, | gotta go down 
and get five kilos.’ Or eight kilos, what- 
ever. And Pete was, like, ‘That's a lot of 
money, Tommy.’ Pete marveled at it and 
sat there and said to me, ‘Boy, you 
wouldn't believe how much money Tommy 
showed me. That Stenger, he must be 
making a million dollars a year, Paul.” 

By year’s end in 1985, Stenger and Fry 
had a falling-out at Gold’s, and Fry bought 
Stenger’s share. That business dissolu- 
tion prompted Stenger to move to New 
Jersey. Gioiosa, who had distributed co- 
caine for Stenger, now moved closer to 
Mike Fry. Janszen remembers: “Tommy 
was now the manager of Gold’s. He's get- 
ting paid about $800 a week, part checks, 
part cash, and he gets $4,000 for every 
kilo he distributes for Fry. And of course, 
what's Tommy’s next move? Don Stenger 
is gone, and now Tommy's got a new 
friend in Mike Fry. So what does he do 
with Mike? He sets him up with Pete 
Rose.” 

The same pattern that had developed 
with Stenger and Rose repeated itself now 
with Rose and Fry. Janszen recalls that 
“Fry was now in the limelight. Pete was 
still coming to the gym. Fry started going 
to baseball card shows with Pete. Soon 
he was loaning Pete money. He told me 
that in the first two weeks he knew Pete, 
he gave him $17,000 cash. Fry said the 
same thing we all felt later, ‘You just get 
lured in because it’s Pete Rose.’” Fry is 
reported to have accompanied Gioiosa 
on ten to 15 trips to Franklin, Ohio, in or- 
der to pay one of Rose's bookies, Ron 
Peters, anywhere from $10,000 to 
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$30,000 Rose had lost in sports betting. 
(Peters is currently serving a prison sen- 
tence for tax evasion and cocaine traf- 
ficking.) 

Rose remained friendly with Fry through 
the summer of 1986. By August, Gioiosa 
approached Janszen and once again 
encouraged him to act as middleman for 
a cocaine deal with Don Stenger. This 
time Gioiosa wanted the customer for 
himself and Fry. Janszen initially balked, 
but finally relented. Janszen recalls, “He 
was telling me how much it was going to 
help him pay for a house that he was 
going to build and I'd be doing him a big 
favor. And every now and then he was 
throwing up the words Pete Rose. You 
know, ‘Maybe we'll go over and see Pete 
sometime.’ And to tell you the truth, that 
was tempting. | wanted to meet Pete. | 
wanted to see Pete’s house. | wanted to 
see what he was like.” 

From September to December 1986, 
Janszen acted as a middleman for 
Gioiosa on three cocaine sales. During 
the fall of '86, Gioiosa finally introduced 
Janszen to Rose. The first meeting in- 
cluded an introduction not only to Rose, 
but to his gambling on baseball. “The first 
time | met Pete was during the Mets—As- 
tros play-offs that fall. Tommy asked me 
to watch one of the games at Pete's house. 
Pete didn't even know me, but he talked 
to Tommy about who they bet. | asked 
them, and they told me who they had their 
money on. It was an extra-inning game, 
areal exciting one, and | think Kevin Bass 
struck out or something to end the game.” 

Janszen soon discovered that Rose 
was talkative about his betting, even in 
front of strangers. “Later, when | would 
go with him to card shows, people would 
come up and ask, ‘Pete, who do you have 
in this game or that game?’ And he would 
tell them. Much later on, the only thing | 
ever said to him was, ‘Pete, aren’t you 
afraid of betting?’ And he’d say, ‘Paul, they 
want the bookie, they don’t want the peo- 
ple betting.’ Pete also thought that it would 
always be leaked to his attorney. If the 
FB.I. was investigating, or the commis- 
sioner’s office was investigating gam- 
bling, Pete thought he would be made 
aware of that. He would have to cool it 
for a while, that’s all.” 

That first night, Janszen also met Rose's 
second wife Carol, a frosted blonde in 
her mid-thirties. In Janszen’s opinion, 
Carol spent much of her time either shop- 
ping or checking on Pete’s whereabouts, 
doubting his fidelity. 

But Rose seemed to ignore his wife, 
instead sequestering himself in his first- 
floor den, surrounded by a 40-inch tele- 
vision and two 19-inch models, all tuned 
to different sporting events around the 
country. “Pete had an uncanny ability to 
follow all three at one time,” Janszen re- 
members. “He always watched the 
games and talked about what was hap- 
pening. He was always active, always 
doing something. If there was a good play 
or if his team won, he'd jump up and give 
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Tommy and me high fives. Pete’s wife, 
Carol, would just stay in the kitchen. If 
Pete lost on a game, he wouldn't be both- 
ered unless the game was lost by a real 
dumb mistake. Then he'd be upset for 
five minutes. Otherwise, it was always, 
‘Don't worry, we'll get even on the next 
game.” 

From that initial meeting, Janszen’s vis- 
its to the house slowly increased. “I didn’t 
go back over there, or maybe | went over 
one more time, to see one more baseball 
game. But | really didn’t become a reg- 
ular—by a regular | mean ‘Monday Night 
Football,’ Saturday night college football, 
Sunday football—until several weeks 
after that.” 

Gioiosa’s introduction of Janszen and 
Rose assumed a new importance when 
Rose had a falling-out with Fry in the fall 
of 1986. Fry and Rose had entered ne- 
gotiations for Rose to acquire an interest 
in Gold's. According to Janszen, Rose 
wanted one-half for no money down, a 
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| never heard Rose 
tell his wife he loved her. 

The most affection 

he showed was to smack her 

ass or grab her boob. 
That was Pete. He just didn’t 
care about the 

people around him. 
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proposition that Fry rejected. But the deal 
was so close they even had sweatshirts 
printed, proclaiming GOLD's GYM—HOME OF 
PETE ROSE. 

Janszen believes that at the time Rose 
must have known about the cocaine in- 
volvement of Stenger and Fry, but he re- 
mained obsessed with gambling. Ac- 
cording to Janszen, “Pete was impressed 
with cash, because it was a means of him 
continuing to do the thing he loves best 
in the world, which is to bet. He said this 
more than a dozen times to me: ‘Paulie, 
$50,000 is like $100,000 to me. Tax-free, 
Paulie, that’s tax-free money!’ | mean, his 
expressions with his hands—| can still 
see his face. ‘Tax-free money! Damn it, 
Paulie, $500,000—that’s a million dollars, 
tax-free money!’ If he made a million dol- 
lars a year playing baseball, he would be 
double, triple excited about the $15,000 
cash, tax-free money he made at a card 
show. Because the million dollars went to 
Reuven Katz, his attorney, and Pete got 
an allowance. The other was tax-free 
money Reuven didn’t know about. That 
was his little secret. That’s how he felt.” 

But Rose had a sour taste from the 
Gold's discussions and backed away 


from Fry. At the same time, Fry blamed 
Gioiosa for the failed negotiations, and 
as a result, cut Gioiosa’s cash payments 
as manager. Gioiosa was furious and quit 
Gold's. In retrospect, Janszen should 
have recognized what was happening. 
“The same scenario was taking place. It 
was the Don Stenger routine again. Now 
Tommy was leaning on me as his sole 
friend. | see this stuff on TV, and people 
are saying, ‘They made Pete do it, they 
pulled Pete into this, they convinced him 
to be their friend,’ and all this. It wasn’t 
like that. And I’m not saying it just with 
me. It wasn’t like that with Mike, with Don, 
with any of them. It was, like, Tommy. He 
was the—what do you call it in Viet- 
nam?—he was the point man. Tommy’s 
sent out there, and Pete's following be- 
hind, and Tommy is just out there gath- 
ering up whatever he can gather and re- 
porting back to Pete. And if reporting 
back to Pete is introducing him to a new 
friend that could, first of all, show Pete 
that Tommy had some connections and 
power, and second, that Tommy’s got 
someone that Pete can borrow money 
from and not always hit Tommy up for 
money, | mean, then everyone's happy.” 

While the scenario appeared the same, 
the difference this time was that Rose 
formed a closer bond of friendship with 
Janszen than anyone he had met in years. 
“I think | was closer to Pete than anyone, 
including his own son,” Janszen recalls. 
By November 1986, Janszen was a reg- 
ular at Rose's house, visiting several times 
a week. Shortly after meeting Rose, Jan- 
szen introduced him to his fiancée, Dan- 
ita Marcum, a striking blond bodybuilder. 
Danita and Carol hit it off immediately. 
Rose liked that—it meant that when Paul 
Janszen came to his house to watch 
sports, his wife had someone to talk to 
and would be less likely to bother him 
during the games. 

One month into the football season, 
Rose's betting ways rubbed off on Jan- 
szen—he placed his first bets on football 
through Gioiosa. “We would be over at 
Pete’s house, and Tommy would call in to 
Ron Peters, and he'd say, ‘Pete wants this,’ 
and then he'd say, ‘The other guys want 
this.’ The other guys were me and Tommy. 
Up until that time, | had never bet $1 on 
a baseball or football game." Janszen also 
began betting horse races that Rose, 
Janszen, and Gioiosa attended at Turf- 
way Park Racetrack several times a week, 
always sitting in Rose's private box. Ac- 
cording to Janszen, at Turfway, Rose re- 
lied on his friends to place his bets at the 
track windows. 

During that November, Janszen wit- 
nessed the extent of Rose’s gambling fe- 
ver. “Pete was betting $4,000 per game 
on football,” Janszen recalls. “He was 
betting 20 to 30 college games on a Sat- 
urday. He could easily have more than a 
hundred grand riding on a single day. On 
pro football, he bet the early games, up 
to seven of those, and then three to four 
late games.” 
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FICTION 


Aliena could see now that for 
the past three months she had been 


living in a dream. She had 


known that her old life was over, but 


she refused to face it. 


William Hamleigh had woken her up. 


illiam Ham- 

leigh could 

hardly con- 

tain his ex- 

citement 
when Earlscastle came into 
sight. 

It was the afternoon of the 
day after the king had made 
his decision. William and Wal- 
ter had ridden for most of two 
days, but William did not feel 
tired. He felt as if his heart was 
swelling up in his chest and 
blocking his throat. He was 
about to see Aliena again. 

He had once hoped to marry 
her because she was the 
daughter of an earl, and she 
had rejected him, three times. 
He winced as he remembered 
her scorn. She had made him 
feel like a nobody, a peasant; 
she had acted as if the Ham- 
leighs were a family of no ac- 
count. But the tables had 
turned. It was her family that 
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was of no account now. He was 
the son of an earl, and she was 
nothing. She had no title, no 
position, no land, no wealth. He 
was going to take possession 
of the castle, and he was going 
to throw her out, and then she 
would have no home either. It 
was almost too good to be true. 
He slowed his horse as they 
approached the castle. He did 
not want Aliena to have any 
warning of his arrival: He 
wanted her to have a sudden, 
horrible, devastating shock. 
He pushed open the door. 
The great hall was empty and 
dark, and smelled as if it had 
not been used for months: As 
he had expected, they had 
been living on the top floor. 
William trod softly as he walked 
across the hall to the stairs. Dry 
reeds rustled under his feet. 
Walter followed close behind. 
They climbed the stairs. 
They could hear nothing: The 


thick stone walls of the keep 
muffled all sound. Halfway up, 
William stopped, turned to 
Walter, put his finger to his lips, 
and pointed. There was a light 
shining under the door at the 
top of the stairs. Someone was 
here. 

They went on up the stairs 
and paused outside the door. 
From inside came the sound 
of a girlish laugh. William 
smiled happily. He found the 
handle, turned it gently, then 
kicked the door open. The 
laugh turned into a scream of 
fright. 

The scene in the room made 
a pretty picture. Aliena and her 
younger brother, Richard, were 
sitting at a small table, close 
to the fire, playing a board 
game of some kind, and Mat- 
thew the steward was stand- 
ing behind her, looking over 
her shoulder. Aliena’s face was 
rose-colored in the glow of the 
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fire, and her dark curls glinted with au- 
burn lights. She wore a pale linen tunic. 
She was looking up at William in a big O 
of surprise. William watched her, enjoy- 
ing her fright, saying nothing. After a mo- 
ment she recovered, stood up, and said, 
“What do you want?” 

William had rehearsed this scene many 
times in his imagination. He walked slowly 
into the room and stood.by the fire, warm- 
ing his hands; then he said, “I live here. 
What do you want?” 

Aliena looked from him to Walter. She 
was scared and confused, but peverthe- 
less her tone was challenging. “This cas- 
tle belongs to the Earl of Shiring. State 
your business and then get out.” 

William smiled triumphantly. “The Earl 
of Shiring is my father,” he said. The stew- 
ard grunted, as if he had been afraid of 
this. Aliena looked bewildered. William 
went on, “The king made my father ear! 
yesterday, at Winchester. The castle now 
belongs to us. I’m the master until my fa- 
ther arrives.” He snapped his fingers at 
the steward. “And I’m hungry, so bring 
me some bread and meat and wine.” 

The steward threw a worried look at 
Aliena. He was afraid to leave her. But he 
had no choice. He went to the door. 

Aliena took a step toward the door, as 
if to follow him. 

“Stay here,” William ordered her. 

Walter stood between her and the door. 

“You have no right to command me!” 
Aliena said, with a touch of her own im- 
periousness. 

Matthew spoke in a scared tone. “Stay, 
my lady. Don't anger them. I'll be quick.” 

Aliena frowned at him, but she stayed 
where she was. Matthew went out. 

William sat in Aliena’s chair. She moved 
to her brother’s side. William studied 
them. There was similarity between them, 
but all the strength was in the girl's face. 
Richard was a tall, awkward adolescent, 
with no beard yet. William liked the sen- 
sation of having them in his power. He 
said, “How old are you, Richard?” 

“Fourteen years,” the boy said sullenly. 

“Ever killed a man?” 

“No,” he answered, then with a little 
attempt at bravado he added, “not yet.” 

“You'll suffer, too, you pompous little 
prick,” William thought. He turned his at- 
tention to Aliena. “How old are you?” 

At first she looked at him as if she would 
not speak to him, but then she appeared 
to change her mind, perhaps remember- 
ing that Matthew had said Don’t anger 
them. “Eighteen,” she said. 

“My, my, the whole family can count,” 
William said. “Are you a virgin, Aliena?” 

“Of course!” she blazed. 

Suddenly William reached forward and 
grabbed for her. Richard stepped for- 
ward, too late, and knocked William's arm 
aside. Nothing could have pleased Wil- 
liam more. He came out of his chair fast 
and hit Richard in the face with a swing- 
ing punch. As he suspected, Richard was 
soft: He cried out and his hands flew up. 

“Leave him alone!” Aliena cried. 
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William looked at her with surprise. She 
seemed more concerned about her 
brother than about herself. That might be 
worth remembering. 

Matthew came back in carrying a 
wooden platter with a loaf of bread, a side 
of ham, and a jug of wine on it. 

The sight of the food made William’s 
mouth water. He pulled his chair up to 
the table, took out his eating knife, and 
cut a thin slice of ham. Walter sat oppo- 
site him. Through a mouthful of bread and 
ham, William said to Aliena, “Bring some 
cups and pour the wine.” 

As she leaned over, William reached 
down, slipped his hand under the hem of 
her tunic. She jerked away, spun around, 
and swung the heavy wine jug at his head. 

William warded off the blow with his left 
hand and slapped her face with his right. 
He put all his force into the slap. His hand 
stung in a very satisfying way. Aliena 
screamed. Out of the corner of his eye 
William saw Richard move. He had been 
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“Kill him,” she ordered. 
“Put him out of his misery. 
Finish him off.” Richard 
held his sword in both hands 
and looked uncertain. 
“How?” he asked. 
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hoping for that. He pushed Aliena aside 
forcefully, and she fell to the floor with a 
thud. Richard came at William like a deer 
charging the hunter. William dodged 
Richard's first wild blow, then punched 
him in the stomach. As the boy doubled 
over, William hit him several times in rapid 
succession about the eyes and the nose. 
It was not as exciting as hitting Aliena, 
but it was satisfying enough, and within 
moments Richard’s face was covered 
with blood. 

Suddenly Walter gave a warning cry 
and sprang to his feet, looking past Wil- 
liam’s shoulder. William spun round to see 
Matthew coming at him with a knife held 
ready to stab. William was taken by sur- 
prise—he had not expected bravery from 
this effeminate steward. Walter could not 
reach him in time to prevent the stroke. 
All William could do was to hold up both 
arms to protect himself, and for a terrible 
moment he thought he was going to be 
killed in his moment of triumph. A stronger 
attacker would have knocked William's 
arms aside, but Matthew was a slight fig- 
ure softened by indoor living, and the 
knife did not quite reach William's neck. 
He felt a sudden surge of relief, but he 


was not yet safe. Matthew lifted his arm 
for another blow. William took a step 
backward and reached for his sword. 
Then Walter came around the table with 
a long pointed dagger in his hand and 
stabbed Matthew in the back. 

An expression of terror came over Mat- 
thew's face. William saw the point of Wal- 
ter’s dagger emerge from Matthew's 
chest, tearing aslitin his tunic. Matthew's 
own knife fell from his hand and bounced 
on the floorboards. He tried to draw 
breath in a gasp, but a gurgling noise 
came from his mouth; his eyes sank to 
the floor. For a moment blood spurted 
from the wound, but almost immediately 
the flow slowed to a trickle. 

They all looked at the corpse on the 
floor: Walter, William, Aliena, and Rich- 
ard. William was light-headed after his 
close brush with death. He felt as if he 
could do anything. He reached out and 
grabbed the neck of Aliena’s tunic. The 
linen was soft and fine, very expensive. 

“Hold the boy,” he said to Walter. “Bring 
him here. | want him to see it all.” 

Walter pushed Richard forward and 
forced him to his knees. 

Aliena cried out and began to resist. 

Suddenly William was inspired. “Cut the 
boy’s ear off, Walter,” he said. 

Aliena went still. “No!’’ she said 
hoarsely. 

Walter, playing the game perfectly, 
drew his knife and put it to Richard's right 
ear. He hesitated, then with a movement 
that was almost tender, he sliced off the 
boy’s earlobe. “Stop!” she screamed. “All 
right, I'll do it.” 


Aliena sat all night on the cold stone floor 
of the chapel with her back to the wall, 
staring into the darkness. At first she could 
think of nothing but the hellish scene she 
had been through, but gradually the pain 
eased a little and she was able to con- 
centrate her mind on the sounds of the 
storm, the rain falling on the roof of the 
chapel, and the wind howling around the 
ramparts of the deserted castle. 

She had been naked at first. After the 
two men had. . . When they had finished, 
they had gone back to the table, leaving 
her lying on the floor and Richard bleed- 
ing beside her. The men began eating 
and drinking as if they had forgotten about 
her, and then she and Richard had taken 
their chance and fled from the room. The 
storm had started by then, and they had 
run across the bridge in torrential rain and 
taken refuge in the chapel. 

Slowly she got to her feet. Her body 
ached, but the pain was not as bad as it 
had been last night. She went to the other 
end of the chapel, to the altar. It was a 
simple wooden box, painted white, bare 
of ornament. With a sudden shove she 
pushed it over. 

“What are you doing?” said Richard in 
a frightened voice. 

“This was Father's secret hiding place,” 
she said. “He told me about it before he 
went away.” On the floor where the altar 
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had been was a cloth bundle. Aliena un- 
wrapped it to reveal a full-size sword, 
complete with scabbard and belt, and a 
vicious-looking dagger a foot long. 

Richard came over to look. He had lit- 
tle skill with a sword. He had been taking 
lessons for a year, but he was still clumsy. 
However, Aliena certainly could not wield 
it, so she handed it to him. He buckled 
the belt around his waist. 

Aliena looked at the dagger. She had 
never carried a weapon. All her life she 
had had someone to protect her. Realizing 
that she needed the deadly weapon for her 
own protection, she felt utterly aban- 
doned. She was not sure she could ever 
use it. I’ve struck a wooden lance into a 
wild pig, she thought: Why couldn't | stick 
this into a man—someone like William 
Hamleigh? She recoiled from the thought. 

The dagger had a leather sheath with 
a loop for attaching it to a belt. The loop 
was big enough to go around Aliena’s slim 
wrist like a bracelet. She eased it over 
her left hand and pushed the knife up her 
sleeve. It was long—it reached past her 
elbow. Even if she could not stab some- 
one, she could use it to frighten people. 

“Where are we going?” asked Richard. 

Aliena frowned. Where were they 
going? What were they going to do? She 
intended to take care of her brother—but 
how? 

She could see now that for the past 
three months she had been living in a 
dream. She had known, in the back of 
her mind, that the old life was over, but 
she refused to face it. William Hamleigh 
had woken her up. She had no doubt that 
his story was true, and King Stephen had 
made Percy Hamleigh the Earl of Shiring; 
but perhaps there was more to it. Per- 
haps the king had made some provision 
for her and Richard. If not, he should have, 
and they could certainly petition him. 
Either way, they had to go to Winchester. 
There they could at least find out what 
had happened to their father. 

“Where are we going?” Richard said 
again. 

“To Winchester,” she said. “We'll go to 
see the king.” 

Richard was enthusiastic. “Yes! And 
when we report what William and his 
groom did last night, the king will surely—’ 

In a flash, Aliena was possessed by an 
uncontrollable rage. “Shut your mouth!” 
she screamed. “Don't ever say that!” She 
was choking with fury and could hardly 
spit out the words. “We're not going to tell 
anyone what they did—not anyone! 
Never! Never! Never!” 


It was two days later. Richard's face was 
returning to normal. He had washed it 
yesterday, in a cold brook in the woods, 
and most of the dried blood had gone. 
There was an ugly scab where his right 
earlobe had been. His lips were still swol- 
len, but the puffiness had gone from the 
rest of his face. However, he was still badly 
bruised, and the angry color of the 
bruises gave him a rather frightening ap- 
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pearance. Still, that would do no harm. 

Whenever they heard horses or saw 
people in the distance, they darted into 
the woods and hid until the other travel- 
ers had passed by. They hurried through 
villages, speaking to no one. 

By the middle of the afternoon they 
were within a few miles of their destina- 
tion and no one had bothered them. Al- 
iena was thinking that it was not so diffi- 
Cult to avoid trouble, after all. Then, ona 
particularly desolate stretch of the road, 
aman suddenly stepped out of the 
bushes and stood in front of them. 

They had no time to hide. “Keep walk- 
ing,” Aliena said to Richard, but the man 
moved to block their way, and they had 
to stop. Aliena looked behind, thinking of 
running that way; but then another fellow 
had materialized out of the forest and was 
standing ten or 15 yards away, blocking 
their escape. 

“What have we here?” said the man in 
front, in a loud voice. He was a fat, red- 
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William watched her, 
enjoying her fright, saying 
nothing. He had 
rehearsed this scene many 
times in his 
imagination. He walked slowly 
into the room. 
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faced man with a big swollen belly and 
a filthy matted beard, and he carried a 
heavy club. He was almost certainly an 
outlaw. Aliena could tell from his face that 
he was the kind of man who would com- 
mit violence readily, and her heart filled 
with dread. 

“Leave us alone,” she pleaded. “We've 
got nothing for you to steal.” 

“I'm not so sure,” said the man. He took 
a step toward Richard. “This looks like a 
fine sword, worth several shillings.” 

“It's mine!” Richard protested, but he 
just sounded like a scared child. 

“It’s no use,” Aliena thought. “I'm a 
woman and he’s a boy, and people can 
do anything they like with.us.” 

With a surprisingly agile movement, the 
fat man suddenly raised his club and 
struck at Richard. Richard tried to dodge. 
It was aimed at his head but it hit his 
shoulder. The fat man was strong, and 
the blow knocked Richard down. 

Suddenly Aliena lost her temper. She 
had been treated unjustly, vilely abused, 
and robbed, and she was cold and hun- 
gry and hardly in control of herself. Her 
little brother had been beaten half to 
death less than two days ago, and now 


the sight of someone clubbing him mad- 
dened her. She lost all sense of reason 
or caution. Without even thinking, .she 
pulled the dagger from her sleeve and 
flew at the fat outlaw, screaming, “Leave 
him alone, you dog!” 

She took him completely by surprise. 
His cloak had come open when he hit 
Richard, and his hands were still occu- 
pied with the club. He was completely 
off-guard; no doubt he had thought him- 
self safe from a young girl who appeared 
unarmed. The point of the knife went 
through the wool of his tunic and the linen 
of his undershirt, and was stopped by the 
taut skin of his belly. Aliena experienced 
a flash of revulsion, a moment of sheer 
horror at the thought of breaking human 
skin and penetrating the flesh of a real 
person; but fear stiffened into resolve, and 
she shoved the knife through his skin and 
into the soft organs of his abdomen; and 
then she became terrified that she might 
not kill him, that he might stay alive to take 
his revenge, and so she kept on pushing 
until the long knife was inside him to the 
hilt and would not go any farther. 

Suddenly the fearsome, arrogant, cruel 
man was a frightened wounded animal. 
He cried out in pain, dropped his club, 
and stared down at the knife sticking into 
him. Aliena understood in a flash that he 
knew it was a mortal wound. She 
snatched her hand away in horror. The 
outlaw staggered back. Aliena remem- 
bered that there was another thief behind 
her, and panic seized her: He would cer- 
tainly take a terrible revenge for the death 
of his accomplice. She grabbed the hilt 
of the knife again and jerked. The 
wounded man had turned slightly away 
from her, and she had to pull the knife 
sideways. She felt it slice through his soft 
insides as it came out of his fat belly. 
Blood spurted on her hand and the man 
screamed like an animal and fell to the 
ground. She spun round, knife in bloody 
hand, and faced the other man. As she 
did so, Richard struggled to his feet and 
drew his sword. 

The second thief looked from one of 
them to the other, then at his dying friend, 
and without further ado he turned and 
ran into the woods. 

Aliena watched, incredulous. They had 
scared him off. It was hard to take in. 

She looked at the man on the ground. 
He lay flat on his back with his guts falling 
out of the great tear in his belly. His eyes 
were wide open and his face was twisted 
with pain and fear. 

Aliena felt no relief, no pride in having 
defended herself and her brother from 
ruthless men: She was too disgusted and 
repelled by the hideous sight. 

Richard felt no such qualms. “You 
stabbed him, Allie!” he said in a voice 
between excitement and hysteria. “You 
did for them!” 

Aliena looked at him. He had to be 
taught a lesson. “Kill this one,” she said. 

Richard stared at her. “What?” 

“Kill him,” she repeated. “Put him out 
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sat alone in the empty theater. His 
show had endured a long, successful 
run, and with the last performance 
over, he felt he'd lost a part of himself. 
Buried in thought, he was oblivious 
to the single spotlight that now shone 
onstage. From behind the curtain 
peeked his lovely Mariella, ready to 
please her director with a special 
encore he'd never forget. 
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Carlo heard the familiar haunting theme as the 
chorus girl Julietta joined the beautiful blond 
pagliaccia to play out their own interpretation of 
“The Princess and the Clown.” His spirits 
began to rise. 
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Although no words were 
spoken, Carlo was deeply 
moved by the erotic 
beauty of their version. 
“Much better,” he thought, 
“than the original.” 
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He was amazed at the intensity of the 
women's performance and could 
almost feel the heat of their bodies 
across the footlights. 
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The impromptu passion play swept 
Carlo along to its final, if not predictable, 
conclusion. Just as the clown had 
pleasured the princess, Mariella had 
given Carlo the sweetest gift of all. Ot 
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pussy lips while she rolled the dildo 
around in long, slow circles. | was ready 
to come again, so | positioned myself on 
top of her, allowing her to engulf my rock- 
hard prick. 

Heidi was really hot by now, sucking 
and pulling and rubbing my cock with 
her free hand while she worked the dildo 
faster and faster into her cunt. Her hips 
humped furiously—she was like a mad 
woman in a frenzy. Right away | started 
to come—in fact, we exploded together 
for the first time in what seemed like eons! 
Gordon moaned at the sight of our ex- 
plosive climaxes, and Heidi, not wanting 
him to feel left out, sucked him off until 
he came. 

We were all so exhausted in the end 
that we fell into a light slumber. When we 
awoke, Gordon was gone. A lot of un- 
answered questions crossed my mind, 
but Heidi and | quietly held each other 
for some time. Well, if that was a preview 
of what was to be in store, | eagerly await 
the next time!—Name and address with- 
held 


BOWLING ALLEY BOFF 

I'm a graduate student at a large univer- 
sity. Along with my studies, | am also an 
assistant trainer for my school’s bowling 
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team. One night, after a particularly 
grueling match with another university, 
Dottie, a foreign-exchange student from 
Germany, asked me to give her an al- 
cohol rub on her bowling shoulder. | 
agreed, and we went into the training 
room. 

It all started innocently enough when | 
accidentally brushed her breast while 
rubbing her elbow. Dottie let out a low 
moan, and my ten-pin sprang to life! She 
panted, “I want you,” and soon our bowl- 
ing outfits were on the floor. 

| began massaging the 12-pound balls 
that hung from her chest while she got a 
good grip on my love pump. We were 
sweating profusely and could have used 
some rosin on our hands. Instead, Dottie 
grabbed some kind of cream from her 
bowling bag. The cream had a cooling 
effect on my skin and felt doubly won- 
derful because she was frantically rub- 
bing me all over with it. 

As | reclined on the floor in ecstasy, 
Dottie took her ample jugs and rubbed 
them up and down my throbbing mem- 
ber. | was in heaven, feeling even better 
than if | had picked up a 7—10 split. Just 
before | exploded, she brought her sop- 
ping, dripping muff up to my face for me 
to munch on. | did so with relish, sending 
her into an orgasmic-conniption fit. At this 
point | Knew | had to go up her alley as 
far as my piston would reach. She bent 
over, exposing a clean approach for a 
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strike. | wasn't about to leave this five-pin 
standing, so | began pounding away at 
her from behind. Dottie cried out, “Fuck 
me, baby, fuck me!” and | gave her all | 
was worth. 

We kept at it for what seemed like ten 
frames until | couldn't hold back any- 
more, and | erupted into her steaming- 
hot twat while Dottie had her fourth cli- 
max of the night. Not only did | enjoy get- 
ting my love pump boffed, | felt like Dick 
Weber after rolling a 300 game! Dottie 
kissed me and said that she never felt 
better. Since then, she comes in after 
every match for her “treatment.”—Name 
and address withheld 


SOUTHERN BELLE 

I'm an 18-year-old girl from Georgia who'd 
like to share my exciting story with you. 
It was a typical night in May at the local 
restaurant where | work. Things were slow 
and we were all tired, edgy, and ready to 
go home. As | was cleaning the windows, 
a nice-looking guy walked in. Being the 
flirt that | am, | easily started a conver- 
sation with him. | found out that his name 
was Glenn and he was from Chicago. 
After taking his order, | quickly pointed 
out to my fellow waitress this great-look- 
ing hunk patiently waiting for his food to 
come from the kitchen. Lila Jean promptly 
walked over and invited him to go out 
with us after work for some drinks so that 
he could get to know our little town in a 


homey way. | didn't really like the idea— 
after all, he was a stranger from a big city 
and could be an ax murderer, for all | 
knew—but | reluctantly went along with 
them. 

The three of us went to this bar that Lila 
Jean and | frequent. Lila Jean happily si- 
dled up to her current flame, Gordy, leav- 
ing me with Glenn. To. my surprise, we 
engaged in a long, pleasant conversa- 
tion and | felt excited by this six-foot-one 
dark-haired Irish guy with piercing blue 
eyes. Getting the message that | was 
really hot for Glenn, Lila Jean let us chat- 
ter away—anyway, she was busy with 
Gordy. 

It was getting late—Lila Jean had al- 
ready left with Gordy—and | offered 
Glenn a ride home. He eagerly agreed 
and directed me to his apartment, invit- 
ing me in for one last drink. 

Once inside, he put on some music and 
poured us some nice cold white wine. We 
talked some more, but that didn't last long. 
Soon he was over by my chair, sliding 
closer and closer until he was able to kiss 
me. | felt very hot all over and my panties 
must have been soaked. He pulled me 
onto the floor and wildly caressed me. 
Thinking he was moving too quickly, | ex- 
plained with a smile that | was not going 
to have sex with a guy that | hardly knew. 
Surprisingly so, he was a perfect gentle- 
man and made a date with me for dinner 
on Friday. 


To the 


Well, Friday rolled around and | spent 
hours getting ready for our hot date. After 
meeting at an agreeable location, | ex- 
plained to Glenn that | had promised Lila 
Jean that I'd drop her off at a party, long 
before | agreed to our date. He went along 
with my change in plans and Lila Jean 
hopped into the car with us. Off we went. 

We had difficulty finding the party, and 
Lila Jean, with her below-average navi- 
gational abilities, was not much of a help. 
We drove around for an hour, Glenn com- 
pletely agitated and me feeling really 
guilty. Nevertheless, we finally found the 
place. Lila Jean felt so bad that she non- 
chalantly handed me the keys to her 
apartment, whispering that we were free 
to do whatever we wanted. | was really 
excited—because | live at home with my 
parents, | never get to be alone with a 
guy in comfortable surroundings, and Lila 
Jean said she'd be out for the night! 

Glenn told me that he was still hungry, 
so we went to get a bite to eat at this 
Italian restaurant on the south side of town 
where Lila Jean lives. It was a really nice, 
romantic place and the food, like the wine, 
was heady and excellent. | was so 
amazed and turned on by this guy. | didn't 
let him know it—I was playing it cool— 
but Glenn was pushing all the right but- 
tons and | couldn't wait to get my hands 
on his gorgeous body. He had a certain 
twinkle in his eyes that | couldn't quite 
figure out, and | noticed that his strong 
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1 Part Jack Daniel's 
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muscles were rippling under his shirt— 
he was really getting to me! | was totally 
excited by Glenn's presence, and | think 
he was fascinated with me being an 18- 
year-old student—he's 25. 

Since we live in a small town, even on 
a Friday night there is not much to do. 
Although it was already ten o'clock, it was 
still about 95 degrees and sultry as hell. 
The humidity was unreal and | suggested 
that we take Lila Jean up on her offer, 
since her condo has its own private pool. 
A swim would be real nice! 

After a short ride we were there. | 
opened the door and led Glenn into the 
living room. It was also hot and sultry in- 
side, but | quickly remedied that by turn- 
ing on the air conditioner. Instead of 
heading out toward the pool, Glenn sug- 
gested we cool off in air-conditioned 
comfort and watch some television. He 
was so adorable that | couldn't hold in 
my desire for him any longer. His lips 
found mine and we soon lost interest in 
the program. Our tongues entwined in a 
long, involved passionate kiss. He 
seemed so desperate and horny that the 
juices from my love tunnel trickled down 
onto my panties, soaking them. Glenn 
caressed my milky white breasts until my 
nipples were fully erect, then removed 
my top, revealing my firm upper body. He 
kissed my breasts as if they were deli- 
cate rose petals. |, in turn, began to rub 
and massage his chest with one hand, 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 164 
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recount for you in full for the first time, 
since it wasn't necessary to stake the lov- 
ers out in the manner that had Gary Hart 
protesting “invasion of privacy.” 

“They were making out in a room sep- 
arated from the public dining room by 
only a broken louver door that swung 
back and forth,” explains the former La 
Brasserie staffer. “A waitress had walked 
in to offer them coffee, and when she 
came out, she was shaking, almost in 
tears. 

“She told us Kennedy was on the floor 
with his pants pulled down, and the 
woman was underneath him with her 
dress pulled up. 

“About ten or 15 minutes later, the two 
of them came out. Teddy had a big grin 
on his face, and he was laughing.” 

The waitress who is said to have dis- 
covered the couple told us, “I can’t com- 
ment.” But political insiders and journal- 
ists who have become close to Kennedy 
say that the allegations seem to fit a pat- 
tern of feckless behavior by the man who, 
seeking to get off the hook after Chap- 
paquiddick, pitied himself publicly as the 
heir to a dynastic “curse.” 

Always imbued with a wild streak, which 
as a fast-driving youth earned him the 
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nickname “Cadillac Eddie,” one Kennedy 
family intimate says, “He doesn't care 
anymore. He lives only to take care of his 
kids.” 

According to a Florida diving-school 
instructor who asked not to be identified, 
that take on Kennedy’s character may be 
oversimplified. The instructor tells us she 
has banned the senator from her school 
because he put his son's life at risk dur- 
ing his 1980 challenge to Jimmy Carter 
in the presidential primaries. 

The Secret Service had notified her, 
the instructor says, that Kennedy wanted 
to go on a Palm Beach underwater ex- 
pedition with his three children, including 
then 12-year-old Patrick, a severe asth- 
matic. “Normally, | make people show us 
their diving certification [conferred on 
completion of a professionally super- 
vised course], but being as the Secret 
Service arranged this, | assumed it would 
be fine,” the instructor says. “| did ask 
Kennedy before we went down whether 
he was sure all the children were trained, 
and he said, ‘Yes.’ He was chatting to the 
kids as we prepared to go about all the 
‘big hungries’ they'd see, sharks and bar- 
racudas. | guess he wanted to impress 
them.” 

As soon as the party reached the un- 
derwater reef that they planned to ex- 
plore, it became clear, the instructor says, 
that Patrick, the senator's youngest child, 
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was panicked, a “novice, and scared to 
death. | had to bring the child to the sur- 
face, with Kennedy motioning that | wasn’t 
bringing him up fast enough.” 

The instructor says she feared that if 
she brought the boy up any more quickly, 
he would hold his breath, a fear reflex 
that can be deadly to a diver, creating an 
air bubble in the bloodstream that can 
travel to the brain or lungs. “After | got 
him to the surface,” the instructor told us, 
“Kennedy said, ‘That wasn’t bad for 
someone who's never had a tank on his 
back before.’ ” 

A Palm Beach law-enforcement source 
told us that he received word from Ken- 
nedy’s protective detail that “Patrick had 
to be brought to the surface.” 

But a spokesman for Patrick Kennedy, 
who, at the age of 22, has just become a 
Rhode Island State representative, says 
the fledgling politician has “no recollec- 
tion” of the incident. The spokesman 
added that despite his asthma, Patrick is 
“a fantasic swimmer,” so it was unlikely 
that any such expedition would have put 
his life at risk. 

Although Ted Kennedy's office de- 
clined to comment on any of these new 
allegations, The Washington Times said 
the Senator refused to discuss the story 
it had earlier reported, “saying through a 
spokesman it was a personal mat- 
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“| just realized something. | don’t even know your name.” 
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From its very first issue, 
Penthouse celebrated 
the creative revolution 
of the sixties. The inter- 
view with rock's out- 
spoken "two virgins’ 
marked the beginning 
of our coverage . . . for 
an update, see Albert 
Goldman's article in 
this issue. 


Women have always 
been a vital part of our 
staff. Among the first 
was this young fire- 
brand, whose innova- 
tive marketing con- 
cepts foretold her 
present position as the 
most powerful woman 
in Hollywood. 


We never shied away from any controversy. 
Black leaders such as Cleaver and Roy Innis 


spoke out freely in our pages from the beginning. 
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Our commitment to the best of everything ex- 
tends to cartooning as well. We made the world's 
top comic artists an offer they couldn't refuse — 
to publish their work, uncensored. Among them 
was one moonlighting publisher. . . . 
ia 


Who could better 
elucidate the tortured 
psyche of Richard 
Nixon than America's 
foremost man of 
letters? That the author 
of Myra Breckinridge 
went on to write about 
Aaron Burr and 
Caligula might not be 
totally coincidental. 


ET a Pe 


Her name first sur- 
faced publicly during 
New York City's lurid 
"Serpico" corruption 
scandals. But her 
wonderfully wry humor 
and humane, com- 
monsense approach 
to sexuality have made 
her our most popular 
columnist. 
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citizens and the 


Sapna 
Ss 


s ADECLARATION = 
A}, OF WAR ONHEROIN — 


a 


esguodion’ many susienel wndtions, such os the Goi liberues of 
sight to ‘results from their government; and 


Hiss brought increaving mumbers of American to geowien the revolve aod 
a oa and defend them and their famalics from 


While others celebrated the drug culture, we 
spelled out a strategy to defeat this deadly en- 


emy. But Nixon cared more about Ho Chi Minh. 


Our interview with 
Raquel provided 
irrefutable evi- 
dence that being 
one of the most 
beautiful women in 
movies was no 
reason she couldn't 
also be one of the 
smartest. 


"Girls send me nude Polaroids," said the No.1 
movie star pinup. "One sent pubic hair wrapped 
in wax paper." Who says girls have all the fun? 


Penthouse billed him as a Christian revolution- 


ary back then, not a possible president. But our 
interview made it plain that this spellbinder had 
seized the legacy of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., 


to lead black Americans from the wilderness. 
89 
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Penthouse has pro- 
filed all of the top-rank 
fighters of our time. 
This interview with 
"The Greatest" was 
written by Andrew 
Wylie, who these days 
scores financial 
knockouts as a contro- 
versial literary agent. 


At a time when our soldier heroes were scape- 
goated by the politicians, Bob Guccione dedi- 
cated the pages of Penthouse to rectifying this 
injustice. From 1974 to the present, our uninter- 
rupted monthly commitment has made history. 


The War in Vietnam 
brought home the 
dreadful legacy of 
drug addiction. We 
reported how the 
C.|.A. made nefarious 
undercover deals with 
Asian drug lords, 
sharing intelligence 
secrets and profits. 


This 1975 investigative article prompted a $660- 
million libel suit — the largest in magazine history 
— by plaintiffs including Merv Adelson (now Mr. 
Barbara Walters — see above). After several 
years and a cost to us of some $10 million, the 
jury decided in our favor . . . but threatened by 
further litigation, both sides dropped the case. 


The most exciting 
motorcycle stunt driver 
of all time boasted: 


"God created all men, 
and Winchester made 
them equal — and that's 


just the way | think!" 
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America's top investiga- § 
tive reporters, including 
Tad Szulce and Harrison 
Salisbury, took Pent- 
house readers into the 
secret world of the 
"intelligence community." 


At the time, he was a 
shy, rich 29-year-old 
bachelor who just hap- 
pened to be the 
greatest guard in 
professional basket- 
ball. But he wasn't 
exactly into women's 
lib: "Very few women 
are faithful." 


America's master of horror, these days probably 
the most successful writer in history, made his 
national debut in our pages with such chilling 
short stories as "Children of the Corn." 


One of the greatest musicians of all time 
Many people believe that the Watergate break-in | shared his innermost feelings, .talking can- 
was an attempt to cover up Nixon's mob connec- | didly about what it's like to be black, blind, a 
tions. If so, it didn't work. Our story ran in 1974. celebrity, and in love with all humanity. 
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As his novel Roots be- 
came the most-watched 
mini-series in TV history, 
this former magazine 
writer and Coast Guard 
Career man reflected on 
traveling to Africa: "As |! 
lay there, | realized what 
it must have been like 
ona slave ship... 


In its understandable revulsion after the Water- 
gate disgrace, the American public rushed to 
embrace an unknown, untested, obscure south- 
ern governor whose only qualification seemed 
to be that he wasn't from Washington, D.C. A 
writer who knew Richard Nixon well warned that 
Carter had many of his faults and none of his 


virtues. And you read it here first. 
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strangling in the foul air." 


Penthouse also attracted distinguished novelists, 
such as Baldwin, Anthony Burgess, James 
Michener, and John Irving, to name but a few. 


We've won many 
awards, but among 
those that gave us 
the most pride was 
first prize from the 
Overseas Press Club 
for exposing the 
terrors of the Shah's 
torture chambers. 


As Elmer Gantry-type 
hustlers started crawl- 
ing out from their 
rocks, top religious 
scholars warned 
America to protect its 
freedoms in a Pent- 
house -sponsored 
prophetic symposium. 


Medical investigative 
reporter Gary Null 
revealed shocking 
collusion, neglect, and 
cover-up by America's 
medical establishment 
in a history-making 
series of articles that 
resulted in a major 
turnaround in treating 
this dreaded disease. 


Maybe it was the end of the Vietnam War, but as 
reporter Joe Treaster showed us, America’s 
sporting events began to resemble war zones. 


1977 marked the beginning of our selection of the 
20 worst college football teams, a tradition that has 
made author Larry Linderman a marked man. 


She was America's Goddess of Sex, the girl who 
was, in Norman Mailer's words, “our angel, the 
sweet angel of sex, and the sugar of sex came 
up from her like a resonance of sound in the 
clearest grain of a violin." In discovering a long- 
lost "blue movie," we also discovered a new side 
of Marilyn's sensuality, and a renewed sense of 
tragic loss. 


Like Marilyn Monroe, 
the Cuban dictator 
was an obsession of 
Jack and Bobby 
Kennedy. But he was 
a little bit tougher, as 
he vividly showed in 


our 1978 interview. 
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ENTER A 


EAGA 


Actor, writer, rock 'n' roll > 
star, the world's most 
innovative musical 
genius kept everyone 
waiting breathlessly for 
his latest incarnation. 
The ideal image for an 
era of image-making. 


Bob Guccione's discovery of Israeli artist Ori 
Hofmekler couldn't have been better timing. Ori's 
relentlessly controversial caricatures of the Age 
of Reagan have become indelibly stamped on 
Our consciousness. 


Pretending to speak for 
a self-invented Moral 
Majority, the slippery- 
tongued Bible beater 
didn't like to see his 
words verbatim in 
Penthouse. He asked 
the courts to embargo 
the issue. They refused. 


The man who reminded 
America that "fan" really 
means "fanatic" gave 
Penthouse editor Allan 
Sonnenschein our most 
unusual interview, 
wherein he denounced 
America for permitting a 
person like himself to 
buy a gun, and wrote a 


poem — just for us. 
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The September 1984 Anniversary Issue of Pent- 
house quickly became the most famous and 
desirable magazine ever. An instant sellout even 
after we went back to press, the issue seemed to 
be worth its weight in gold. Some newsstands 
charged up to $7 an issue, and some people 
paid as much as $35 a copy to take a look at the 
sexiest Miss America ever. 


Reagan was telling us that it was "morning in 

America," but clearly we should have stayed in 
bed. Our report on this comic genius's self-de- 
struction showed that drugs were no joking 


The living symbol of 
American capitalism, 
Chairman Malcolm's 
interview proved that 
the man behind the 
headlines was more 
interesting than the 
headlines themselves. 


She graced more covers than any other woman, 
but it was Penthouse that obtained the secret 
nude photos of our most celebrated model. 


matter. 


The delectable and 
diminutive movie star 
posed graciously for 
Bob Guccione before 
becoming an interna- 
tionally renowned 
singing star, causing 
critics to compare her to 
Streisand and Garland. 


It was the film they said couldn't be made. And, 
after many years and over $17 million, some critics 
said it shouldn't have been made. But when Pent- 
house Films International debuted this extrava- 
ganza it became a history-making sellout, at the 
highest prices ever charged for a motion picture. 
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END OF EIGHTIES 


The man Reagan loved 
to hate, the president of 
Nicaragua spoke frankly 
in this news-making 
Penthouse interview. 
Ortega liked it so much 
that he reprinted it in 
Managua's leading 
newspaper. 


The Nobel Peace Prize 
winner spoke of his 
heartbreaking struggles 
to bring peace with 
justice to his beloved 
land .. . just one of sev- 
eral articles we've run on 
this international tragedy. 

= "| have sinned!" sobbed Jimmy Swaggart, trying 
fr to seek the forgiveness of those deluded people 
who had paid him millions. But it took reporter Art 
Harris and motel-hooker Debra Murphree to show 
them what he was crying about. 


Salil RY re 
f 


The woman who blew 
the whistle on Jim 
Bakker was more com- 
plicated than many first 
thought. While the rest of 
the media fell for her un- 
verified tales of inno- 
cence and victimization, 
our reporters discovered 
that she had been a 
consummate working 
prostitute in the bargain. 


Beautiful, British, and suddenly famous, this 
rock-star sensation made no bones about it: "| 


know men like my body!" How right she was! 
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As the world's biggest 
country exploded in a 
desperate paroxysm, 
we interviewed China's 
leading journalist- 
dissident for an exclu- 
sive insight into his 
nation's frantic struggle 
to achieve democracy. 


The Material Girl was the ideal temptress for the 
age of insider trading. Who cared about junk bonds 
if you could get a look at our sizzling pictorial? 


America's drug night- 
mare has been trans- 
formed into living hell. 
Our ongoing reports 
on the various vicious 
freelance ethnic gangs 
that terrorize the nation 
are, unfortunately, still 
making news. 


Scandal was the order of the day as baseball's 
greatest hitter, Wade Boggs, was devastated by 
his off-field errors with this delectable fielder's 
choice. After her show-and-tell in Penthouse, 
the summer game will never be the same. 


Everyone knew his best-selling rock hits, but 
nobody really knew anything about him . . . until 


we looked unblinkingly at the Man in the Mirror. 
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PETE ROSE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 66 


There were few teams Rose did not bet 
on. Although the amount he bet was 
staggering, Janszen did not think it was 
out of line for a man he assumed was a 
millionaire. But Janszen was surprised at 
how often Rose bet. He was also sur- 
prised that Rose never changed the 
amount. Whether he won or lost on the 
early games, he bet the same amount on 
each evening game. According to Jan- 
szen, it seemed betting was more im- 
portant to Rose than if he won or lost; 
winning was only good because it pro- 
vided Rose with cash, allowing him to do 
more of what he loved most in the world. 

During November 1986, Janszen also 
attended his first baseball card-signing 
show with Rose and Gioiosa. “And when- 
ever we got to a baseball card show, they 
would have to put out a TV on the table 
so Pete could watch the games,” Jan- 
szen remembers. At the first card show 
he met Mike Bertolini, then a five foot 
eight, 350-pound New Yorker who was 
sometimes Rose's representative for 
memorabilia and card shows. (Bertolini 
was subpoenaed in May 1989 to testify 
before a Cincinnati grand jury investi- 
gating possible tax evasion by Rose.) 

At today's card shows, Rose's signa- 
ture commands $12. The ballplayer keeps 


up to 90 percent and the remainder goes 
to the show's sponsor. Janszen remem- 
bers that “Pete was insistent about being 
paid cash. Bertolini would come up with 
a big bag filled with cash and hand it to 
Tommy, and Tommy would hand some of 
it to me, and we would count it. Pete 
cleared $8,000 to $12,000 a show. He 
was the fastest signer at the card shows. 
Pete could do 500 to 600 autographs an 
hour. He just thought of each one as more 
cash money, and for him, it was all busi- 
ness.” 

According to Janszen, during the early 
card shows he also discovered Rose 
sometimes double-bet football games 
through Bertolini. The rationale was easy. 
Either Bertolini’s betting source had a dif- 
ferent point spread or rules about paying 
debts, or Rose liked to spread his liability 
over several bookies. 

Within a month, Janszen started to re- 
alize that the real Pete Rose was different 
from his baseball-legend image. “I’m 
finding out very quickly that the only 
things that Pete cares about—| mean, he 
never talks about his kids. The only thing 
he really cares about is getting in that 
living room and getting that TV on, mak- 
ing sure his cars are polished so that they 
sparkle, and, of course, betting.” 

Also during the late fall of 86, Janszen 
discovered that Rose could not always 
cover his large betting losses. Just as Fry 
had loaned Rose money to fuel his high- 


stakes gambling, Janszen learned that 
Gioiosa was loaning Rose money. Ac- 
cording to Janszen, Rose almost always 
lost, and Gioiosa gave his friend thou- 
sands at a time. While Rose eventually 
repaid the money, Gioiosa was afraid that 
one time Rose's losses would be so great 
that he would not return the money. That's 
when Gioiosa developed a scheme that 
brought Janszen deeper into the web of 
Rose's betting addiction: 

‘And so Tommy starts talking to me 
about how when Pete comes to him to 
borrow money, that Tommy's going to loan 
Pete the money—but he’s going to tell 
Pete it’s my money: ‘Paul’s money.’ That 
way he feels Pete won't hold back on re- 
paying for several weeks if he thinks the 
money belongs to me. That way Tommy 
could go to Pete and say, ‘Paul's getting 
upset,’ and then Tommy's not the guy 
who's whining—he's doing it for me. And 
if Pete ever gets upset, he’s upset with 
me, and Tommy's friendship with him 
would be intact.” 

But making Janszen the fictional mid- 
dleman established in Rose's mind that 
Janszen had access to sizable amounts 
of cash. Over breakfast at Perkins res- 
taurant, Rose would meet the bodybuild- 
ers and hand Janszen stacks of $100 bills. 
Upon leaving the restaurant, Janszen 
gave the money to Gioiosa. Rose never 
knew of the deception, and continued to 
move closer to Janszen. 


Rose asked Janszen to accompany 
him to card shows in New York, Phila- 
delphia, and Chicago. It was during these 
trips that Rose, who, according to Jan- 
szen, talked about sports “99 percent of 
the time,” turned to another subject that 
caught Janszen totally by surprise—drug 
dealing. Janszen remembers the events 
clearly. “Drug dealing, cocaine dealing. 
When we would sit down at the shows— 
this was amazing, Tommy, me, and Pete— 
discussions would come up: ‘Oh, man, 
Paulie, it sounds like there's a lot of money 
to be made in this cocaine business. You 
know, Tommy tells me about all the money 
Stenger made. It’s like Pete is looking at 
me, this real muscle-bound guy like Don 
Stenger, and figuring | could be a big 
coke dealer like Don. And who knows 
what Tommy's been telling him | do.” 
Sometimes Danita Marcum would over- 
hear a conversation where Rose men- 
tioned cocaine. Later, when she con- 
fronted Janszen, he dismissed it as 
“crazy” talk by Rose. 

Since Janszen never encouraged 
Rose, the ballplayer apparently pushed 
the issue. During December 1986, Rose 
invited both Janszen and Danita to ac- 
company him, his wife, and Gioiosa, to a 
Brooklyn autograph show. Bertolini met 
the group with two limousines at the air- 
port in New York. Rose asked Gioiosa 
and Janszen to ride in the second lim- 
ousine with Bertolini, and he took the 


women into the front car. Stepping into 
the first car with Rose, Danita remembers 
that Carol asked her husband where Paul 
had gone, and Rose replied, “He's taking 
care of business for me.” 

When Janszen got in the second car, 
he noted another man, introduced only 
as “Tom,” already inside. A few minutes 
after leaving the airport, Tom grabbed a 
brown paper bag and pulled out a large 
block of cocaine. He leaned over and put 
it on the lap of a stunned Paul Janszen. 
Gioiosa eagerly asked if the cocaine was 
good quality. 

Janszen told Tom that if he didn’t put 
away the cocaine, he would hold him out 
the limo and roll the window up on his 
neck. Bertolini and Gioiosa tried to calm 
Janszen. When they reached the card 
show, Janszen stayed as far away from 
Tom as possible. Yet he was amazed to 
see Tom wander the card-display aisles, 
cavalierly dangling the bag of cocaine 
from his hand. “Bertolini was called over, 
and we told him to get rid of Tom.” 

After the card show, while Danita and 
Carol were still shopping, Bertolini 
brought a limo for Rose, Gioiosa, and 
Janszen. He entered the car with them, 
and inside was the stranger called Tom. 
Janszen remembers the scene clearly: 
“What the fuck do you guys want?’ Tom 
asked. He told us that the people he had 
taken the cocaine back to were real 
pissed.” Rose, Janszen, and Gioiosa re- 


mained silent. Finally, Bertolini changed 
the subject to a credit-card scam that Tom 
was involved with. Then the discussion 
changed again to a friend who ran a sto- 
len-car ring. Janszen remembers, “I'm 
thinking, ‘Oh, man,’ and | looked at 
Tommy.” 

But any doubts that might have been 
raised by the Brooklyn card show were 
forgotten by the holidays, when Janszen 
and Danita spent Christmas Eve with the 
Roses, their family, and Gioiosa. Janszen 
met Rose's brother Dave, his mother, and 
Rose's son, Pete junior. At a later date, he 
met Rose’s daughter, Fawn. That first 
family reunion confirmed many of the 
public reports about Rose's strained re- 
lations with his family, from his calling his 
daughter “too fat” to his chiding his son 
as a “sissy” for any show of affection. 
Janszen remembers, “Hell, | never even 
heard him say to Carol that he loved her. 
The most affection he showed her was to 
smack her ass or grab her boob and say, 
‘Now, Paulie, you've got to get Danita a 
boob job. Now look, these are real tits.’ 
That was Pete. He just didn’t care about 
the people right around him.” 

But Janszen was impressed by Rose’s 
stature as a baseball superstar and ig- 
nored the warning signs coming from the 
ex-ballplayer’s behavior. In January, Jan- 
szen was present at an important betting 
night at Turfway Park, together with Rose 
and Gioiosa. It was an evening when the 
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jackpot for the Pick Six ticket (the bettor 
wins if he picks the first-place finishers in 
six races) had reached more than 
$150,000. Rose played a ticket in excess 
of $2,000 and gave one-quarter to Jan- 
szen; Janszen then split his share with 
Gioiosa. The ticket won, but several other 
bettors also held the winning combina- 
tion, and as a result, Rose won $47,646. 
Janszen remembers what happened 
next: “And Pete immediately—no ques- 
tions, no thoughts about it—he just turned 
around, handed the ticket to Tommy, and 
said, ‘Here, Tommy, you could use a good 
write-off. Why should | pay the fucking 
I.R.S.?'" Gioiosa claimed the winning 
ticket as his own, thereby shielding the 
income Rose would have to otherwise 
report. 

But despite Gioiosa’s continuing help, 
the ex-ballplayer began distancing him- 
self from his longtime friend and drew 
closer to Janszen. Rose had noticed a 
change in Gioiosa, aggressive and an- 
tagonistic behavior. Janszen claims that 
Gioiosa's transformation was the result of 
steroids, which he had started using dur- 
ing 1986. This was one reason Janszen 
was pleased to get a respite from Gioiosa 
when Rose invited him and Danita to 
Florida for spring training. In the third 
week of February, they accepted Rose's 
invitation and left to spend six weeks at 
his Tampa rental house. 

Janszen and Danita settled comfort- 
ably into the Roses’ home. Within several 
days Rose lost his “celebrity” status for 
Janszen, and the bodybuilder felt more 
comfortable than at any previous time. 
They became constant companions, 
Rose taking Janszen to the ballpark and 
introducing him to the Reds’ staff and 
ballplayers as “Paulie, my buddy from 
Cincinnati.” Janszen became a. club- 
house regular. While Janszen was relax- 
ing into the Florida lifestyle, Gioiosa called 
Rose at the clubhouse several times a 
day from Cincinnati. Pete refused to take 
the calls. At the time, Janszen assumed 
itwas because Rose had tired of Gioiosa. 
Later, both Gioiosa and the bookie, Ron 
Peters, informed him it was because Rose 
had left for spring training while still ow- 
ing Peters $34,000. Peters was pressur- 
ing Gioiosa, who in turn was trying to get 
money from Rose to satisfy the bookie. 
Finally, Gioiosa reached Rose, who told 
him to go to his attorney. In mid-March 
1987, Tommy Gioiosa was given a 
$34,000 cashier's check that Gioiosa en- 
dorsed for cash. Unknown to Rose or 
Janszen at the time, Gioiosa took $17,000 
to Peters and told him, “Pete said ‘Fuck 
you for the rest. He can't come up with 
any more.'” According to Janszen, 
Gioiosa pocketed the remainder of Rose's 
$17,000. 

While Gioiosa was busy distributing 
Rose's money in Cincinnati, Janszen was 
discovering more about Rose’s memora- 
bilia sales for cash. Rose confided that 
he had sold his famous jewel-encrusted 
Hickock Belt, given to him as Sports 
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Player of the Year, to a baseball collector 
named Dennis Walker. Walker later turned 
up dead in a Las Vegas hotel, his body 
badly decomposed. According to Jan- 
szen, Rose said Walker paid him $20,000 
cash for the belt and bought a lot of other 
memorabilia. Janszen remembers that 
Walker also supposedly gave Rose a 
bank certificate drawn on an offshore 
South Pacific bank, so it would not be 
traced as income to Rose. A twist to the 
Walker story is that much of the baseball 
memorabilia collected by him over the 
years, including the Rose items, disap- 
peared after Walker's death. In the sum- 
mer of 1987, Rose sent Janszen to New 
York in an aborted attempt to retrieve part 
of the collection. In 1988, the syndicated 
television series “Unsolved Mysteries” 
contacted Janszen to see if Rose would 
do an interview on the missing memor- 
abilia. Janszen remembers Rose's re- 
sponse: “Hell, | don’t want to do that show, 
Paul. They'll start digging and find out | 


* 


Rose sequestered 
himself in his den, surrounded 
by television sets 
tuned to different sporting 
events. He had an 
uncanny ability to follow three 
games at one time. 


got paid cash for some of that stuff. That'll 
bring the I.R.S. on me.” 

Although Janszen was seeing many 
new sides to Rose's character, one trait 
stayed constant during the six weeks in 
Florida—his love of gambling. While at 
the horse races at Tampa Bay Downs, 
Janszen met two of Rose's friends, a jo- 
vial, heavyset man near 60 years of age, 
Howard Bernstein, and his young nephew 
(mid-thirties) Steve Chevashore. Accord- 
ing to Janszen, Rose described the quiet, 
slightly nervous Chevashore as “one of 
the guys that would hang out at the track 
and cash your ticket for you so he could 
work something out with his own taxes at 
the end of the year, and it would help the 
big winners save some money.” Within 
days of their meeting, Rose asked Jan- 
szen to place bets through Chevashore, 
with the understanding that Chevashore 
was only a middleman and was placing 
the bets with a bookie, known only as 
“Val.” According to Janszen, Cheva- 
shore swore he made no money by help- 
ing Rose, did it only as a favor, and was 
reluctant even to help. Nevertheless, 
Janszen began placing $2,000-per-game 
bets for Rose on college and pro bas- 


ketball. Chevashore’s bookie required 
payment of any losses each Monday. By 
the first Monday, Rose had already lost 
$7,000 and refused to pay. 

“Rose said, Aw shit, Paul, | only owe 
the bookie seven grand, you know,’” 
Janszen recalls. “ Just carry it over to next 
week. Big deal, it’s not ... what’s 
$7,000?’ ” But Janszen was beginning to 
realize that to cash-strapped Rose, 
$7,000 could be a lot of money. But Rose 
charmed Chevashore and continued 
betting, although he missed the first sev- 
eral payment dates. He occasionally paid 
Chevashore some money, and then fell 
behind again. “He doesn't like paying 
people money he owes them, even 
though he is the first in line if someone 
owes him,” Janszen recalls. On the last 
day of spring training, Janszen took a 
check to Chevashore, which erased part 
of Rose's debt. But the late payments 
didn’t worry Janszen then. “Now | know 
that should have been a warning sign to 
me that something was not right.” 

Upon returning to Cincinnati, Rose and 
Janszen kept open their newfound Flor- 
ida connection. Rose wanted no contact 
with Gioiosa, his old betting middleman. 
On April 7, Rose again started betting 
with Chevashore, and this time he bet 
baseball in earnest. Janszen, who knew 
that Rose had bet on the baseball play- 
off games the previous autumn, was not 
surprised that the manager bet most on 
the teams in his own sport,-including the 
Reds. “He would only bet on them, never 
against them,” Janszen recalls. “Some- 
times when Pete didn't like the way Mario 
Soto was pitching, then Pete would rather 
not bet. But aside from Soto, he had his 
money on them. Pete said betting on the 
Reds made it more interesting.” 

At the time, Janszen did not see any- 
thing wrong with Rose betting on the 
Reds. Once, in early May 1987, when a 
friend of Janszen’s, Jimmy Procter, was 
in his car and overheard Rose place his 
day’s bets over the car’s speaker phone, 
Procter exclaimed to Janszen, “He's bet- 
ting on the Reds?” Janszen didn't even 
think twice before answering, “But never 
against them.” Now, through discussions 
with federal prosecutors and the base- 
ball commissioner's office, Janszen 
clearly sees the potential for wrongdoing 
when a manager bets on his own team. 
The possibility exists that decisions won't 
be made in the team’s best interests, but 
rather because of the money riding on 
the game. If a manager bets on a game, 
he may bring a player off injured re- 
serves sooner than he should in order to 
win, or he may pitch a reliever without 
enough rest, not caring that he won't be 
able to pitch for several extra days. If a 
betting manager gets in large debt to 
bookies, he can clear his account by 
merely revealing inside information about 
the team. The opportunity for corruption 
is greatly increased. This is not to sug- 
gest that Rose compromised the Reds in 
any way. The chance that such impro- 
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“Whatever is in any way beautiful hath its source of beauty in itself, and is complete 
within itself,” wrote Marcus Aurelius. We wholeheartedly agree. In fact, one of 
Penthouse’s most important missions over the past 20 years has been to bring our 
readers the most stunning beauties that vast expenditures of money, effort, and patience 
could find. Another Penthouse tradition, while not as urgent as finding and 
photographing beautiful women, is the continuing demonstration to other (civilian) 


people that not only are the ladies we feature real, but some of us actually get to know them. 


Editor-Publisher Bob Guccione accomplishes this important concern by inserting 
himself in the pictures he takes—a forceful reminder that he knows a good thing when 
he sees it, and that his is still the best job in the house. Herein, a catalog of Bob's 
traditional hands-on treatment of the last 12 Pets of the Year, beginning with 1986 crown 
bearer Cody Carmack (above). 
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Said 1979 Pet of the Year Dominique Mauré (above left): “I consider being 
chosen Pet of the Year the ultimate accolade. It means even more to me than being 
named Miss America, because it isn’t just a handful of judges who 
make the decision, but millions of satisfied readers.” Above right, 1981 queen 
Isabella Ardigo, and on the opposite page, 1978 winner Vicki Johnson: 

“Bob Guccione has been a wonderful friend and a powerful influence on my life. 
| asked him to get into the picture because he's so much a part 
of the magic of this experience.” 


1980 winner Cheryl Rixon (opposite page)—'l've never listened to clichés 
or observed the usual conventions’—flanked by 1982's lovely Danielle Deneux 
(top left), 1984’s Sheila Kennedy (top right), and 1985's Linda Kenton 
(above), who, before she tragically lost her life to cancer, likened winning her 
title to being the heroine in a fairy tale. 
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“It makes me laugh to think that there are misguided feminists out there 
who might say I'm somehow being exploited,” said 1987's winner, Mindy Farrar 
(above left), who was a legal secretary before she posed for Penthouse. 
“How can | be exploited by myself?” Our 1988 winner, Patty Mullen (above right), 
would doubtless agree: “Being Pet of the Year is every girl's dream, 
whether she admits it or not,” she said. And one of the most popular Pets, 
1983 queen Corinne Alphen (opposite page), told us, “Penthouse people 
are like a family, growing up together, looking out for each other.” 
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Our current titleholder, 1989 Pet of the Year Ginger Miller (above), is a 
world-class model who reports that her affiliation with Penthouse has helped her 
win “enormous respect and credibility” within the modeling community. 

A genuinely brainy beauty with a keen business sense, Ginger and a friend 
opened a boutique in Los Angeles last year to showcase their own 
clothing designs. “Freedom of expression is something that |, like Penthouse, 
cherish deeply,” she says. “And that is why I'm so proud to represent 
the publication as Pet of the Year!"O-+— 
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priety could result is the reason for such 
a strict taboo on betting baseball. Jan- 
szen now understands that risk. At the 
time, however, it did not strike him as out- 
rageous that Rose bet on the Reds. 

The betting pattern was simple to fol- 
low. When Rose was in Cincinnati, 15 to 
20 minutes before Rose took the field 
each day, Janszen telephoned him, got 
his picks, and then called the bets to 
Florida. Sometimes Danita called Rose if 
Janszen was busy. The girls at the Reds’ 
switchboard recognized both voices and 
knew they had unrestricted access to 
Rose. During road trips, Rose called Jan- 
szen's house between 6:30 and 7:00 pm. 
and gave either Janszen or Danita his 
daily picks. On basketball teams and an 
occasional hockey game, Rose's bet was 
always $2,000. Sometimes he picked all 
the underdogs for a day, or all the home 
teams. His mood determined how he bet, 
but it never changed the fact that he did 
bet almost every day. After several weeks, 
Janszen suggested that Rose disguise 
his conversations so it wouldn't be clear 
on the telephone that he was betting. At 
first he abbreviated the team names, re- 
ferring only to starting pitchers. But Dan- 
ita was afraid she might mix up the bets, 
and as a result, Rose developed a sys- 
tem whereby a number corresponded to 
a certain team, and he started placing 
his bets by selecting one number versus 


another. According to Janszen, Rose’ 


scrupulously maintained a written jour- 
nal listing all his bets, their outcome, and 
a running total of his losses. 

From the start of his renewed betting 
with Chevashore, Rose lost, and again 
missed his first Monday payment. Jan- 
szen says that Rose also began double 
betting baseball games through New York 
bookies, using Mike Bertolini as a mid- 
dleman. Bertolini had moved from New 
York in early 1987 to an apartment ad- 
joining Riverfront Stadium. His booming 
business with Rose and other Reds’ play- 
ers in memorabilia and card shows had 
prompted the move. Now, according to 
Janszen, Rose used him to place more 
bets: “Pete was continuing to double bet, 
and the more we went through April and 
May, the more nervous Mike got, be- 
cause he just was not getting any money 
from Pete at all. So basically, | think 
sometime around May, the New York 
bookies cut him off. Mikey told me it was 
up to $500,000. He said he paid $100,000 
of his own money just to back ‘em off. 
And they were even threatening to come 
down and hurt Pete, and Mike said, ‘You 
know what's funny about Pete? You go to 
Pete to get money that he owes you, and 
he makes you feel like you're trying to 
borrow money from him.” 

But by the time Bertolini told Janszen 
how deeply Rose was in debt to New York 
bookies, it was too late to save Janszen 
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from falling into his own trap of loaning 
Rose money to cover his gambling losses. 
Janszen remembers the first time Rose 
asked him directly for money: “We were 
about two or three weeks behind with 
Stevie, and | said to Pete, ‘What do you 
want to do?’ And he said, ‘Right now | 
can't. Make them carry me.’ | said, ‘They 
won't do that.’ He said, ‘Well, right now 
I'm a little tapped out. Can you just help 
me for a bit?’ ” 

Janszen consented. He went to his 
safe-deposit box and sent approxi- 
mately $10,000 in cash, via Federal Ex- 
press, to Steve Chevashore. Janszen said 
it was “a good enough gesture” that the 
Florida betting connection remained 
open. Moreover, Chevashore dropped 
out as middleman, claiming that the pay- 
ment had calmed the bookies so that they 
were willing to give out Val's telephone 
number and allow Janszen to call direct 
in the future. 

As their betting accelerated, Rose took 


€ 


Tommy would come into 
the gym and say loudly, “Oh, 
man, me and Pete 
got killed this week,” “Pete 
lost $36,000,” or 
“Pete lost $42,000.” It 
was never “Pete won.” 


2 


both Danita and Janszen on road trips to 
more than a half dozen cities, always or- 
dering an extra suite under the ruse that 
his wife and infant child needed the extra 
room. When they traveled with the Roses, 
the betting procedure was easier. Ac- 
cording to Janszen, he and Rose sat in 
the visiting-clubhouse’s office, reviewed 
the games, and then Rose circled his 
choices in the newspaper. Then Janszen 
called Florida with the bets. 

Meanwhile, in Cincinnati, the Riverfront 
scoreboard was out of order for 18 games 
from April 17 through May 28. Although 
auxiliary scoreboards showed the cur- 
rent game, the out-of-town scores were 
only occasionally flashed. Janszen 
adopted a new role. While sitting in Rose's 
box, slightly behind home plate, he made 
periodic pay-telephone calls to check 
scores, then returned to his seat and gave 
Rose signals showing the status on the 
day’s bets. “Sometimes it would be just 
a simple thumbs-up or down to let him 
know how he was doing. Other times | 
would hold up four or five fingers with a 
thumbs-up or down and let him know ex- 
actly how many he had lost and won. We 
did not place bets through hand signals, 


as some press reports said. No way.” 

But while Janszen and Danita became 
regulars at Riverfront, Rose fell further into 
debt with Janszen. Through April, Jan- 
szen sent another three to four Federal 
Express envelopes filled with thousands 
of dollars. “I kept telling Pete he was tap- 
ping me out. Then sometimes he'd give 
me $500 or $1,000, but that was it. When 
| pushed him, he'd say, ‘Oh, Paulie, |’ll 
take care of you. Don't worry. I'll get some 
stew for you.’ [Rose often referred to 
money as ‘stew.'] | never doubted him.” 

Danita was not so sure. By the end of 
April, she implored Janszen to stop loan- 
ing Rose money. “| had a friend who told 
me that Pete hated to pay off his debts,” 
Danita recalls. “| thought Paul was mak- 
ing a mistake.” But Janszen disagreed. 
“| remember what | would tell her, ‘Pete 
Rose isthe last person I'd ever have to 
worry about paying me.” 

By May 15, in just over five weeks, Jan- 
szen had sent $42,250 to the Florida 
bookies on Rose’s behalf—his safe-de- 
posit box was empty, his life savings al- 
most completely depleted. He had even 
borrowed money from one of his broth- 
ers, as well as Danita’s grandmother. At 
this point the Florida bookies informed 
Janszen that they were tired of the con- 
stant late payments, and unless the en- 
tire debt was settled the following Mon- 
day, they would not accept any further 
bets. Rose was in Montreal when Jan- 
szen finally reached him and told him of 
Val’s ultimatum. Rose was unequivocal: 
“Pete said, Aw, fuck ‘em, Paulie. They say 
the same damn thing all the time. That's 
how fucking bookies operate. They're all 
fucking connivers.’” Then Rose gave 
Janszen his picks for the night. Janszen 
tried to call them in to Val, who refused 
to accept them. That night Rose won six 
of his seven bets. The next day, when he 
discovered that his picks had not been 
accepted, he was furious. Janszen re- 
members the conversation: “He said, ‘I’ve 
got a balance with them of what, 
$13,000?’ | said, ‘Yeah, $13,970.’ He said, 
‘Well, fuck, | would have won more than 
that last night and wouldn't owe ‘em noth- 
ing now. If they're going to treat me like 
a baby, | ain't going to pay them.” 

Now Chevashore again entered the 
picture and called Janszen daily, asking 
for the outstanding money. Janszen 
changed his phone number. But Chev- 
ashore tracked down his parents and 
called again. As the pressure built, Rose 
returned to Cincinnati, and Danita and 
Janszen went to his house. While Jan- 
szen and Rose were in the den watching 
television, Carol came in and announced 
that Chevashore was on the phone. Jan- 
szen describes what happened next. “So 
Pete gets on the phone and he says, ‘Hell, 
Stevie, | stopped betting with you guys 
when we left New York on the road trip. 
The last couple of weeks, | guess Paulie 
just kept betting and using my name. You 
know, he's a crazy guy, Stevie. | wouldn't 
fuck with him if | was you. I'd just let it 
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Some readers may dispute calling these | men have become, in many respects, the 
men “heroes,” but there can be no doubt | very icons and symbols with which we 
that in their myriad approaches to Amer- | identify our existence. We may deplore 
ica, they have affected or even changed | or wish to disown them, but their values 
forever the way in which we live. These | and their visions have become our own. 
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HANK WILLIAMS, JR. 


e€ was born May 26, 
1949, in Shreveport, 
Louisiana. One month 
later, Randall Hank 
Williams, Jr.'s father 
stepped on the stage 
of country music's 
most revered venue, 
the Grand Ole Opry, 
for the first time. He 
had sung barely half his self-penned 
“Long Gone Lonesome Blues” when the 
audience erupted, and by the time he left 
the stage, Hank Williams was the biggest 
star in country music. 

It was to become an unbearable crown 
for the fragile, unassuming man whose 
rearing in the wretched poverty of rural 
Alabama had ill-prepared him for the 
crushing expectancies of living legend. 
A brilliant songwriter and charismatic 
performer, Williams was haunted by his 
genius. The pain from a back injury sent 
him to seek relief through drugs. As his 
fame grew, his anguish knew no depth. 
The further he fell, the more compelling 
his myth, drawing thousands to his fal- 
tering and heartrending personal ap- 
pearances. 

In 1951, his song “Cold, Cold Heart” 
was a million-selling pop hit for Tony Ben- 
nett. In 1952 he was fired from the Grand 
Ole Opry, but his song ‘Uambalaya” was 
the biggest record of the year. When he 
died drunk in the backseat of his Cadillac 
on January 1, 1953, he became country 
music's first saint. 

His only son, not yet four years old, be- 
came the repository of Audrey Williams's 
unfulfilled dreams. It hardly mattered that 
Hank and Audrey had been divorced 
nearly a year at the time of his death. 
Indeed, he had married Billie Jean Jones 
Eshlimer three times since then—once 
by a justice of the peace in New Orleans 
and twice onstage in Shreveport. At the 
funeral, Audrey and Billie Jean sat side 
by side. There was no doubt, however, 
who would become the keeper of the 
name and the flame. Audrey had the 
house, the royalties, and the heir appar- 
ent. 

Hank junior grew up in that house on 
Franklin Road just outside of Nashville. 
His father's music was the soundtrack of 
Hank junior’s childhood. At eight years 
old, Hank Williams, Jr., made his stage 
debut in Swainsboro, Georgia, singing his 
father's song “Lovesick Blues.” Not sur- 
prisingly, he was a big hit. He did about 


ten dates that year with his mother, his 
half-sister Lycrecia, Grandpa Jones, and 
Ernest Tubb. 

The following year, he played 20 dates 
with Audrey's Caravan of Stars. At 11, he 
brought the audience to its feet at the 
Grand Ole Opry with his rendition of 
“Long Gone Lonesome Blues.” The pa- 
pers reported that Hank Williams, Jr., had 
stolen the show at the Opry, just like his 
daddy had done a decade before. 

Fourteen was a big year for Hank. As 
part of a tour, he performed before his 
largest crowd—20,000—at Detroit's 
Cobb Hall. His first appearance on “The 
Ed Sullivan Show" was arranged by 
Colonel Tom Parker, Elvis's manager. He 
signed a $300,000 contract with MGM 
Records, and his first single, “Long Gone 
Lonesome Blues,” was a big hit. 

In 1964, Your Cheatin’ Heart, the story 
of the rise and fall of Hank Williams, Sr., 
was one of the biggest-grossing films of 
the year. George Hamilton starred as 
Hank, but Hank junior sang the songs. 
(The album eventually became his first 
gold record.) He took to the road in a 
brand-new bus christened The Cheating 
Heart Special. 

In 1969 he returned to Detroit's Cobb 
Hall with Johnny Cash. Their sold-out 
shows became country music's largest 
money-grosser to date. In 1970, he signed 
the biggest recording contract in MGM 
history. At 21, Hank Williams, Jr., was on 
top of the world. 

But the world as he knew it was chang- 
ing. A new breed of country singer was 
coming up and passing him by. His au- 
dience—which was actually his daddy's 
audience—was getting older. As his sec- 
ond marriage crumbled and his career 
stalled, he increasingly sought solace in 
drink and drugs. Too often he seemed 
bent on fulfilling his father's tragic legacy 
to the bitter end. In the last days of 1974, 
he attempted suicide, but was found in 
time to have his stomach pumped. 
Clearly, it was time for a change. 

Williams was intrigued with the south- 
ern-rock movement fueled by the Allman 
Brothers Band, the Marshall Tucker Band, 
and Charlie Daniels. The deep-fried fu- 
sion of rock, boogie, blues, and country 
spoke to him in a language he under- 
stood. He contacted Phil Walden, presi- 
dent of Capricorn Records in Macon, 
Georgia. In 1975 Williams went to Muscle 
Shoals, Alabama, to record a new album. 
Hank Williams, Jr. and Friends was fin- 
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t's a lovely spring Monday morning, and 

Larry King is working up a sweat. To- 

day the man estimated to have inter- 

viewed more than 30,000 men and 
women from every known category of 
human endeavor will be on the other 
side of the questions. He is inside his 
daughter’s bedroom, running in place 
on a treadmill for his daily 20-minute 
workout—truly an amazing sight to be- 
hold. Slightly more than two years ago, 
Larry King was a man who thought the 
words good health were something you 
said when you picked up a cocktail glass 
to toast your neighbor. But not so in 1989, 
for this is anew and improved Larry King, 
a survivor of a massive heart attack and 
some bone-sawing heart-bypass sur- 
gery. The once-fast-living master of the 
talk shows has had the fear of God put 
in him, and for the King to keep reigning, 
the pace has slowed. 

Few will doubt that Larry King does 
continue his nightly reign of the nation’s 
airwaves. “The Larry King Show,” which 
first aired 11 years ago, is now heard on 
more than 325 radio stations of the Mu- 
tual Broadcasting System. At the same 
time, “Larry King Live” is viewed by mil- 
lions weeknights on Cable News Net- 
work. In 1987 and 1988, his television talk 
show was the winner of the ACE award 
for cable excellence. This year, Larry King 
was named Broadcaster of the Year by 
the International Radio and Television 
Society, and for trivia nuts, The Guinness 
Book of World Records has declared that 
Larry King has probably logged more 
national radio hours than anyone else in 
his field. It truly is a case of long live the 
King. 

While there is merit in the metaphor of 
the reigning king of broadcasting, the 
saga of Larry King hardly suggests one 
of a young noble rising by birthright to sit 
on the throne. In fact, it was not even Larry 
King who came into the world 56 years 
ago, but Larry Zeiger, oldest of two sons 
born to Russian immigrants in Brooklyn, 
New York. His father Eddie owned and 
ran a bar and grill in Brooklyn’s rough- 
and-tumble Brownsville section. When 
World War I! began, Eddie tried to enlist 
in the United States Army, but it refused 
him, saying he was too old to serve on 
the battlefield. So with the patriotism 


common to most immigrants for their new - 


country, Eddie sold the bar and went to 
work in a New Jersey war plant. When 
Larry was ten years old, the senior Zeiger 
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LARRY KING 


died suddenly from a heart attack. The 
remaining family members—Larry, 
mother Jennie, and brother Marty— 
moved to the Bensonhurst neighborhood 
of Brooklyn, where they were forced to 
live on welfare for a few years. 

As for so many others who have grown 
up in the borough, Brooklyn was the world 
to Larry Zeiger. Looking back, he de- 
scribes his neighbors as “low- to middle- 
class,” but despite the economic depri- 
vation, Larry describes his contemporar- 
ies as those “who lived the American 
dream.” He attended Lafayette High 
School, a large red-brick building that 
faces an elevated subway with its run- 
down, noisy trains heading to their final 
stop in Coney Island. In addition to Larry, 
the school was to graduate a great deal 
more than its fair share of success sto- 
ries. Larry's closest schoolmates and 
friends were best-selling author and suc- 
cessful businessman Herb Cohen (You 
Can Negotiate Anything) and a young 
man who was to have some success as 
a major-league baseball player, Sandy 
Koufax. 

After high school, Larry meandered 
about from one boring dead-end job to 
another. Even then he had his own Amer- 
ican Dream: to make a career in radio. 
But although he had the voice for it, for 
several years he didn't have a clue about 
how to succeed in such a competitive 
field. In 1957, however, when he was 23, 
he realized that New York City was not 
the best place for a young man looking 
to break into broadcasting, especially 
when his only practical experience with 
radio was turning one on and off. So Larry 
packed his bags, got on a bus, and 
headed south to Miami. 

In Miami began the “Larry Zeiger soon 
to be Larry King” version of the Horatio 
Alger success story. Persistent, he finally 
got a job as a part-time announcer at a 
radio station so small, it no longer exists 
today. It wasn't instant star time—Larry's 
other duties included sweeping the floor 
and fetching coffee for his seniors—but, 
most important, he was in radio. Step 
No. 2 was to make it big in radio. 

His big break came about 18 months 
later, when he was hired to do a morning 
radio talk show from what was then a leg- 
endary Miami restaurant called Pumper- 
nik’s, known for its celebrity clientele. If 
you were anyone visiting Miami, you ate 
at Pumpernik’s. For King, it was a golden 
opportunity to get important guests, and 


he seized that opportunity and ran with 
it. His shows would feature names like hit 
singer Bobby Darin; labor leader Jimmy 
Hoffa; H-bomb physicist Dr. Edward 
Teller; comedians Lenny Bruce, Jackie 
Gleason, and Don Rickles; politicos Hu- 
bert Humphrey and Richard Nixon; and 
hundreds of others who would sit and 
schmooze with Larry King on the radio. 
He also developed his unique style of in- 
terviewing that somehow drew out the 
best in his guests, having them talk about 
more than the book, movie, or whatever 
else they might be plugging that day. 
People spoke to Larry King in ways they 
did not with other interviewers, and King 
was beginning his ascent to the throne. 
But then something happened that 
slowed it all down. Larry King got in hot 
water. 

The time was December 1971—a pe- 
riod in his life that Larry later would call 
“The Fall” in his first book, Larry King by 
Larry King—and it would take three years 
for him to climb back to the top. A man 
who had always enjoyed gambling, es- 
pecially fast ponies that too often were 
not fast enough, King faced money prob- 
lems for most of his adult life. The details 
are unimportant today, but King, always 
a juggler with his checkbook—often a 
clumsy one at that—got in trouble over a 
$5,000 check. He was not convicted of 
anything, but the public scandal forced 
him to leave the Sunshine State. 

Once out of Miami, Larry traveled 
around the country, trying to get work in 
broadcasting. He had to pay his dues in 
Shreveport, Louisiana, and San Fran- 
cisco, doing sports broadcastiny, before 
Miami thought it was time to forgive him. 
In 1974, Larry King was back home and 
the fall from grace was over, never to 
happen again. 

It may be easier to offer a list of who 
has not been on a Larry King show than 
one of who has. Interestingly, it is not King 
who picks his radio and television guests, 
whether big or small names, but rather 
his producers who do the selecting. More 
often than not, Larry first learns who will 
be appearing on the show only hours be- 
fore airtime. Admittedly, he is not the most 
prepared host, rarely having read the 
book of an author appearing that eve- 
ning, but when he does get his guest on 
the air—be it Frank Sinatra or a recently 
retired airline pilot who safely landed his 
airplane after parts of it had blown out to 
sea—King becomes everyman, wanting 
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JOE CLARK 


oe Clark invited me to his home 
for an interview just as the flap 
about G-strings in high school as- 
sembly hit its peak. The contro- 
versial principal of Eastside High 
in Paterson, New Jersey, had 
okayed the performance of a 
musical choreographed by Eric 
Floyd, and mid-routine three male 
dancers stripped down to their 
briefs. Clark, out of town during the show, 
said he had no idea the boys would bare 
their bottoms; but by the time he got back, 
the Board of Ed was screaming. They 
suspended Clark for a week, with pay, in 
part because of the buns business, but 
also because Clark has been a provoc- 
ative figure with a list of local enemies 
since he took the job at Eastside seven 
years ago. 

He is known as the man with the bull- 
horn and baseball bat. Patrolling schoo! 
halls with such suggestive implements, 
Clark started cleaning up one of the worst 
drug- and crime-ridden high schools in 
the nation, and became a cause célébre. 
The walls got a paint job and the biggest 
dealers were expelled, violence de- 
creased and test scores went up—a rar- 
ity in many schools around the country, 
but most of all in predominantly black and 
Hispanic inner-city highs. Since the 1968 
teachers’ strike in New York City, public 
education has been floundering be- 
tween community and centralized con- 
trol, parental and professional input, and 
progressive and traditional pedagogy. A 
system that used to work in many places 
no longer does, and baffled, angry par- 
ents want solutions to drugs, violence, 
the simple lack of learning, and the is- 
sues of class and race sparked by public 
schooling. 

Clark’s success as the law-and-order 
man ironically polarized debate. Educa- 
tors asked if Clark had achieved obedi- 
ence rather than education and pointed 
out that memorizing the simple facts on 
the Basic Skills Test, where Clark’s stu- 
dents have improved the most, is a far 
cry from the synthetic analytical skills 
needed in our information-processing 
economy. 

Some blacks and progressive whites 
wondered if Clark, preaching a philoso- 
phy of discipline and bootstrap self-help, 
wasn't just the right Uncle Tom for the 
Reagan years. To keep pushers and 
gangs out of Eastside High, for instance, 
Clark padlocked the school doors, cre- 
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ating a considerable fire hazard and giv- 
ing his opponents rope to hang him. 

Fanning the flames was Clark’s man- 
ner, which some people around Paterson 
considered dismissive and condescend- 
ing from no particular height. Certainly 
he wouldn't play ball with the local city- 
council boys (and girls), black or white. 
His supporters said he was out to pro- 
mote the kids’ interests; his detractors, 
his own. John Avildsen said it oughtta be 
a movie, and late last year he directed 
Lean on Me, based on Clark's career, with 
even more schematic punch than Rocky 
or his Karate Kid series. An emphatic 
cheer for Clark and lampoon of his ene- 
mies, the film stars a thumping, insistent 
Morgan Freeman (who was last on-screen 
as the steely drug counselor in Clean and 
Sober) and was a smash hit with every- 
one, down to the bullhorn lobby. It was 
only weeks after the film’s release that the 
G-string brouhaha hit and the Paterson 
Board of Education suspended Clark— 
his name beatified by the silver screen— 
which possibly was not the board's most 
astute PR. move. The film certainly didn’t 
give credibility to Clark’s opponents or 
their pedagogical criticisms. 

My own questions about Clark’s ap- 
proach to inner-city education lie in my 
uncertainty that he can pass his knowl- 
edge on. | don’t doubt that he made im- 
provements in a setting where simply 
holding ground is a Sisyphean task, but 
I'm not convinced that he separates his 
methods from what many feel is his per- 
sonal madness. Like much of the media, 
Clark stresses the orderliness he brought 
to Eastside High and says test scores au- 
tomatically improved; but he did not 
merely impose law and order, and mere 
discipline doesn't promote learning. Pris- 
ons have discipline and aren't best known 
for boosting learning skills. Uneasily, | 
wonder if Clark identifies what, besides 
discipline, he offers his students so other 
educators and their students can benefit 
from his approach. 

Clark’s is an indomitable presence. At 
school from 6:30 A.o. till evening, he gave 
his students the idea that he cared about 
them enough to enforce his rules. Famil- 
iar with each teenager’s name, he knew 
when one screwed up and let them know 
it was important enough to get angry 
about. Perhaps most strikingly, Clark's 
unstoppable energy simply swept the kids 
up. Teenagers will bust their asses for 
anything that is going on; if someone's 
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artyr or mur- 
derer? Both 
have been 
used to de- 
scribe Ameri- 
can Indian 
Movement 
(AIM) leader 
Leonard Pel- 
tier ever since 
the morning of June 26, 1975, when two 
FB.I. agents and an Oglala Sioux AIM ac- 
tivist were slain on the Pine Ridge Res- 
ervation not far from Rapid City, South 
Dakota. The bloody shoot-out made 
headlines nationally, bringing to a climax 
years of conflict over Indian treaty rights 
and alleged abuses by the Bureau of In- 
dian Affairs. It also set in motion the big- 
gest manhunt in FB.1. history, resulting in 
Peltier’s arrest in Canada nine months 
later. Extradition, conviction, and two life- 
time sentences followed. The Indian 
leader's trial and subsequent appeals 
raised more questions than they an- 
swered, however. Charges of govern- 
ment misconduct ranging from fabri- 
cated evidence to self-admitted perjury 
on the part of witnesses led the Commis- 
sion on Civil Rights to characterize the 
Justice Department as being engaged in 
“a vendetta.” The Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, South African Bishop Desmond 
Tutu, Amnesty International, the National 
Association of Defense Lawyers, and 
some 60 Republican and Democratic 
congressmen have petitioned for a re- 
trial, while the White House has received 
over 20 million pieces of mail demanding 
the same. 

The 44-year-old Peltier traces the roots 
of his political activism to the poverty and 
racism of his early childhood. Born on the 
Turtle Mountain Reservation in North Da- 
kota, he joined the nascent American In- 
dian Movement in helping to organize the 
Trail of Broken Treaties march on the Bu- 
reau of Indian Affairs in 1972, acting as 
security coordinator. Shortly thereafter, 
with AIM already classified as an “ex- 
tremist organization,” Peltier was ar- 
rested by two off-duty policemen in Mil- 
waukee and charged with attempted 
murder. Jailed, he helped organize AIM’s 
70-day Wounded Knee occupation, as- 
sociating himself with the group's more 
moderate faction headed by Dennis 
Banks. Eventually released on bond, he 
went underground, claiming that he'd 
been “set up,” a conclusion shared by 
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the courts when he was later acquitted 
and the FB.I. implicated in “targeting” AIM 
leadership. 

During 1974 and 1975, the Northwest 
AIM Group, of which Peltier was a mem- 
ber, was increasingly relied upon to pro- 
vide “security” for AIM activities. In the 
spring of 1975, the group set up camp 
on the Pine Ridge Reservation in the face 
of the massive “peacekeeping” opera- 
tion instigated by the FB.I. At the time, 
the reservation was allegedly rife with 
corruption and overrun by tribal-police 
“goons” bearing M-16’s, and during the 
preceding two years more than 60 Indian 
activists and AIM sympathizers had been 
killed without a single indictment and 
conviction. 

Why the shoot-out of June 26, 1975, 
took place, no one can say. That the FB.1. 
had been aware of the Northwest Group's 
“security detail” is fact, though, as doc- 
uments secured under the Freedom of 
Information Act demonstrate. Equally 
certain is that FB.|. special agents Jack 
Coler and Ronald Williams had been 
monitoring the Northwest Group for 
weeks, and while serving a warrant on 
the group's Jumping Bull compound for 
the theft of a pair of cowboy boots, they 
were joined within minutes by SWAT 
teams and heavily armed police num- 
bering well into the hundreds. At Peltier's 
trial, too, the government acknowledged 
that its ballistics evidence was fishy at 
best and that, indeed, its chief witness 
had reversed her testimony, not to men- 
tion the fact that there were no eyewit- 
nesses to the killings in the first place. In 
sum, whether or not Peltier had actually 
played a part in the gunning down of the 
two FB.|. men—which he has steadfastly 
denied—the rhetoric surrounding the 
case points to more than the usual issues 
of criminal justice. Indian rights and rad- 
ical militancy, federal misconduct and the 
plain-Jane requirements of law enforce- 
ment, as well as the huge paradox of Na- 
tive Americans maintaining their “tradi- 
tional ways” in a modern, industrialized 
culture—all speak to Leonard Peltier the 
symbol as much as to Peltier the man. 

To address these questions Penthouse 


sent writer Peter Manso into Leavenworth’ 


Federal Penitentiary to meet with Peltier, 
now in his 13th year of imprisonment. 


Let's address the issue of your case 
directly, the kind of mixed support you've 
had. The Soviets have regarded you as 


the martyr of the American Indian Move- 
ment and collected 17 million signatures 
demanding a new trial, while the Ameri- 
can press hasn't given you very much 
attention at all. Why the disparity? 

Well, the Soviet media started cover- 
ing my case with my extradition from 
Vancouver, British Columbia, in ‘76, and 
whenever we'd uncover some illegal evi- 
dence, they'd print it. Here in the United 
States, though, I've been persecuted by 
the press. There have been some good 
accounts, like the recent “West 57th" 
story, but by and large, it's been very one- 
sided. 

You're saying that most editors share 
the same mentality as the power struc- 
ture? 

Oh, definitely. All you have to do is re- 
search the coverage of Indian people 
going back 150 years. As a matter of 
course we've been called savages and 
renegades there in cold print, and of 
course this has been an open invitation 
for the American public to retaliate against 
Indian people. 

What happened that morning on the 
Pine Ridge Reservation, June 26, 1975? 

Let's begin earlier, on June 10, when 
we had our AIM convention in Flagstaff, 
Arizona, and the Oglala chiefs of the 
Lakota Nation asked AIM to come to Pine 
Ridge to lend some support because of 
all the beatings and killings. Earlier, on 
June 1, the chiefs had written to the State 
Department, stating that because their 
previous requests for investigations into 
various murders hadn't been responded 
to, they would no longer recognize the 
Bureau of Indian Affairs and wanted the 
B.|.A. off the reservation. The context 
here, of course, was the aftermath of the 
Wounded Knee siege of '73. Between 
May 8, 1973—the end of the 70-day 
siege—and June 1, 1975—the date |'m 
now talking about—over 260 Indians 
were killed. Even the General Accounting 
Office, an agency of the United States 
government, acknowledged over 60, all 
of whom were political activists and AIM 
supporters. There was a reign of terror 
going on at Pine Ridge. 

What were you doing bivouacked at the 
Jumping Bull compound in the first place? 
You're talking about a group that had 
come to the reservation from the Seattle 
area in the early seventies, prior to the 
Wounded Knee siege in '73, called in as 
a security force? 

Right. There were about 20 of us, and 
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olorado Senator 
Gary Hart’s breath- 
of-fresh-air presi- 
dential campaign 
foundered in 1987 
when reporters, vir- 
tually at his invita- 
tion, tracked him to 
a Washington town- 
house where he had 
spent the night with a woman other than 
his wife. Today, with Donna Rice and vi- 
sions of the White House now behind him, 
the craggily handsome Hart remains an 
articulate gadfly of the establishment, liv- 
ing with his wife Lee in Denver, where 
he's a practicing international corporate 
attorney. 

In an interview with Penthouse contrib- 
utor Russell Warren Howe, Hart was crit- 
ical of continuing defects in the “system” 
and the Nervous Nellie pace of Bush for- 
eign policy. Saying he has no more am- 
bitions for public office—other than to 
perhaps become ambassador to Mos- 
cow or U.S. arms negotiator in Geneva— 
for the moment he plans to write a book 
on perestroika, providing Moscow will 
give him access and the “opportunity to 
write something more than just another 
Kissinger or Brzezinski book.” 


Is the cold war over? 

Oh yes, | think it's on its way to being 
over. Certainly, Gorbachev has taken 
steps to change the premise on which 
the East-West relationship has been 
based for 45 years, and | think we're being 
tardy on his initiative. He clearly has the 
political initiative going here, and we are 
on the defensive. | think it’s in our national 
interest—our own self-interest—to re- 
spond vigorously and positively and cou- 
rageously on arms control, trade, and 
other confidence-building areas, which 
we have not done. | think the cold war is 
dying. | am of the opinion that what is 
going on in the Soviet Union transcends 
Gorbachev. It will continue with a life of 
its own. 

You mean, if Gorbachev died tomor- 
row, his reform movement would con- 
tinue unabated? 

| think so. It has gotten too big a foot- 
hold, too great a momentum. The Gor- 
bachev initiative is the most important 
thing that has happened in our time. Now 
the Russians are waiting for us to move— 
which means in Geneva. 


Do you think the Bush and Reagan 
administrations have done enough so far 
to match the change? 

No. Not enough. I’ve been to Russia 
four times in the past 12 months to dis- 
cuss a business deal. I'm dealing prin- 
cipally with two people—a Brezhnev ap- 
pointee and his fairly young, about 45, 
recently appointed deputy, whom | feel 
wants to make the deal work. | think this 
is a reflection of what the United States 
is dealing with, in the overall picture. The 
American establishment has not taken 
advantage of the opportunities. 

What would you suggest that the 
administration do? 

Well, in their place | would strike very 
early for a massive arms-control agree- 
ment of the sort that's been discussed 
publicly—a 50-percent reduction in all 
nuclear arsenals, the elimination of first- 
strike weapons, a ban on weapons in 
space, aban on the testing of new weap- 
ons—then a fundamentally revised ex- 
port-control law to put technology trans- 
fer on a joint-venture basis, but with 
inspection rights. And certainly we would 
want to encourage the beginning of hu- 
man-rights efforts in the Soviet Union, 
greater freedom to travel, greater free- 
dom of expression. 

When you say “a ban on the testing of 
new weapons,” do you mean nuclear 
weapons? 

Well, there ought to be a test ban on 
nuclear weapons and a comprehensive 
reduction in conventional weapons. 
Clearly, there's an imbalance; the Soviet 
Union has got much larger conventional 
forces than we or our Western allies have. 
At some point, we should seriously dis- 
cuss substantial reductions in conven- 
tional weapons. 

If the superpowers dismantle their nu- 
clear arsenals, shouldn’t France and Brit- 
ain begin to do the same? 

Well, at some point, clearly nuclear- 
disarmament discussions will have to be 
multilateral, and France and Britain will 
have to come to the table. There's been 
resistance in the past because it makes 
it more complicated to have four or six at 
the table instead of two. 

What about those countries that we 
know have nuclear weapons—such as 
Israel and China—or are on the verge of 
having them—South Africa, Argentina, 
Pakistan? 

Obviously, there must be a very strong 
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go.’ And they talked for another minute, 
and then that was it. Well, Pete gets off 
the phone and he’s laughing, and he gives 
me a high five and says, ‘| knew. he 
wouldn't fuck with you, Paul. | knew he'd 
be scared of you. You can handle Stevie.’ 
And | just said, ‘Oh, hell, yeah, | can han- 
dle him, Pete. Don’t worry about it.’” 

Later Carol told Danita that Paul should 
take care of his bets so bookies wouldn't 
bother her husband. Yet even the fact that 
Rose was in debt to him for nearly 
$50,000—and was lying about him to 
bookies—did not affect Janszen’s tie to 
the ex-ballplayer. He was still willing to 
be his friend. He still wanted Pete Rose 
to like and respect him. “I still had no 
doubt at this time that | was going to get 
my money back. | was still Pete’s buddy, 
we were still hanging out together, we 
were still close. | was his protector in a 
way. | was looking after him to cover his 
bets, and making sure when he did bet 
that he did it in a quiet way. | was looking 
after him when he would go to the ball- 
park so that nobody would hound him. | 
was keeping Pete in check. | liked Pete 
thinking | was the Terminator, that | could 
take care of anything for him.” But the 
friendship was also starting to wear on 
Janszen: “Sometimes when | got home 
late, | would say to Danita, ‘What are we 
doing? What are we becoming?’” But 
Janszen shoved aside any doubts and 
plunged ahead with his Rose friendship. 

Meanwhile, Rose trusted only Janszen 
to handle his betting and became more 
dependent on the bodybuilder. The New 
York and Florida bookies refused to take 
Rose's bets. He did not want to deal with 
Gioiosa. By late May, Rose suggested 
Janszen call Ron Peters directly in Frank- 
lin, Ohio, thereby bypassing Gioiosa. 
Janszen and Peters met at Peters’s pub- 
bar in late May 1987. Peters was happy 
to have Rose’s business again, the only 
wrinkle being the outstanding $17,000 
Rose owed from his previous betting 
spree. It was the first indication to Jan- 
szen that Gioiosa had not paid the entire 
$34,000 that Rose's attorney had given 
him in the spring. Janszen told Peters that 
he was present in Florida when Rose ap- 
proved a $34,000 payment, and Peters 
agreed that if Rose had proof that he had 
tried to satsify his earlier debt, then he 
would accept Rose's new bets. 

When Janszen told Rose of Gioiosa’s 
trickery, Rose was furious. Janszen re- 
members his reaction: “Why, | can’t be- 
lieve that son of a bitch that | brought 
back from Boston, almost raised as my 
own kid, would do this to me.” Rose ob- 
tained a copy of the check and provided 
itto Peters. Peters was satisfied, and Rose 
had a new bookie. 

When Janszen confronted Gioiosa 
about the missing funds, he received a 
quick answer: “Tommy said, ‘Listen, Paul, 
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I've been running these bets for Pete for 
two years, and I’ve got bookies calling 
me up a hundred times a week, bother- 
ing me, and making me feel sick to my 
stomach. |’m always driving up to Frank- 
lin, going out of my mind with Pete always 
being out of money, and I’m loaning him 
money. | think he owes me that. That's 
the money for my aggravation.’ ” Accord- 
ing to Janszen, Gioiosa also claimed he 
had signed balls and bats with Pete's 
name, and they were sold as authentic 
Rose memorabilia. Rose supposedly 
promised him $2 per signature. Later 
Janszen told Rose about Gioiosa’s ra- 
tionale, but Rose did not want to pursue 
the missing money. He just wanted to cut 
Gioiosa from his life, and this he did suc- 
cessfully. By year’s end in 1987, Gioiosa 
sold his Cincinnati house and moved to 
California. 

Meanwhile, Janszen and Rose re- 
mained close friends, with Janszen be- 
coming an almost permanent fixture in 
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Rose was the fastest 
signer at baseball card shows. 
He could do 500 to 
600 autographs per hour. For 
him it was all 
business—he cleared 
$8,000 to $12,000 a show. 
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the Reds’ clubhouse. Danita also be- 
came better friends with Carol Rose. From 
evening dinners to road trips and holiday 
celebrations like the Fourth of July, the 
Roses, Janszen, and Danita spent ever- 
increasing time together. Meanwhile, 
Rose, who was betting four to eight base- 
ball games a night, started to do some- 
thing unprecedented with his bets with 
Peters—he began winning. Rose won 
$22,000 the first week, and Janszen was 
ahead by $3,000. Peters paid Janszen in 
cash at the end of the first week, and 
Janszen gave $22,000 to Rose, who 
placed it in a thick roll near his kitchen 
cabinet. He never offered any money to 
Janszen to offset the $42,250 debt. “I still 
didn’t question anything,” Janszen re- 
calls. “Hey, we were still buddies, we were 
still traveling together. And why would | 
feel he wouldn't pay me back?” 

By the third week, Peters informed 
Janszen that he was unable to pay Rose 
his winnings, using the excuse that he 
was cash-short. Initially, Rose wasn't 
concerned when he heard of the delay, 
convinced that Peters was good for the 
money. From the third week of betting un- 
til the July 14 All-Star break, Rose and 


Janszen continued to win. By the mid- 
summer baseball classic, Peters owed 
them $54,800, and Rose was owed 
$48,000 of that amount. 

By this time, Rose was anxious about 
the money and asked Janszen about it 
constantly. Rose made the All-Star bet his 
last with Janszen and Peters, telling the 
bodybuilder, “I’m going to continue to bet 
until I’ve lost it all back to the guy.” 

Janszen claims that while Rose sub- 
sequently bet both football and baseball 
through another betting operation, he 
doesn’t know who acted as Rose’s new 
middleman. Janszen was no longer 
Rose’s betting connection. And although 
he did not recognize it at the time, he now 
believes that Rose felt he was even with 
Janszen as far as any debt was con- 
cerned. Janszen explains: “Hell, for Pete, 
he owed me $42,250, and Peters owed 
him around the same amount, so Pete felt 
| should collect my money from Peters. It 
wasn't like the Peters money was cash 
money he was missing, since if he got it, 
he would have to turn it over to me. That’s 
how Pete saw it.” 

Janszen called Peters “up to 30 times 
a week” trying to get the money for him- 
self and Rose. “I never considered that if 
Peters didn’t pay us, Pete would stiff me. 
| mean, Pete Rose makes a million dollars 
a year, and that money was my life sav- 
ings.” Janszen and Danita continued 
spending a lot of time with the Roses 
throughout 1987. On trips to card shows, 
Rose occasionally paid Janszen $500 or 
$1,000 to work the shows. During one 
road trip, Rose called Janszen in Cincin- 
nati and asked him to pay for a refriger- 
ator being delivered to his house. Jan- 
szen paid $2,000 for a Sub-Zero 
refrigerator, and when Rose returned, the 
ex-ballplayer told him, “Hey, Paulie, just 
add it to the bill.” Janszen remembers, 
“All during '87, | would see stacks of cash 
lying around Pete's house, and do you 
think he’d ever say, ‘Hey, Paulie here's 
$5,000, take it off the bill’? Never. Never.” 

By late summer 1987, though aggra- 
vated by Rose's failure to repay any 
money, Janszen still felt loyal to the ex- 
ballplayer. Janszen and Danita were still 
regulars at Rose's house at least five times 
a week, so he did not force the issue with 
Rose. Instead, Janszen formed his own 
baseball-memorabilia company, Premier 
Sports. Rose began signing balls and 
bats, and Janszen started selling them 
at shows. “I was getting nervous that | 
might not see the money, and | figured | 
better get something while | knew Pete. 
This was the one way | knew.” Rose even 
authorized Janszen to get Louisville 
slugger bats direct from the factory, as 
an agent for the former ballplayer. 

But by the fall of 87, Janszen and Da- 
nita felt uneasy with the Roses. “! felt we 
were being taken advantage of—they 
never even thanked us once for every- 
thing we used to do for them or all the 
work around the house,” Janszen recalls. 
“We just started to feel used.” 
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@/ used to steal my older brothers’ 
copies of Penthouse and read them from cover to cover. 
| feel like I’ve grown up with this 
magazine. After all, we’re both “children of '69”!9® 
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Nineteen-year-old Lynn was born in Millerton, lowa, the youngest in a family 

of four boys. A blond-haired, blue-eyed tomboy, Lynn learned how to ride 

horses almost as soon as she could walk. She recalls a happy, heartland 

childhood filled with state fairs, snowball fights, and puckish pranks. “But 
then,” she says, “I began to yearn for something more.” 


Location designed and built by Al Giachetti of Jag Design, Boca Raton, Fla. 
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An opportunity for fresh 
adventures presented it- 
self when Lynn's family 
relocated to Houston. “I 
was ripe for a change,” 
she recalls. “Striking out 
on my own seemed so 
right. It was a chance to 
see if | could become truly 
self-sufficient.” Lynn 
points with pride to her 
recently purchased con- 
dominium. “I’m redeco- 
rating the whole place 
myself,” she beams. 
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A professional dancer, the 
38(D)-24-36 Lynn gets all 
the exercise she needs on 
the job. Off-duty hours are 
reserved for spectator 
sports only—an after- 
noon at the ballpark or a 
day at the races. “I have 
no vices,” Lynn laughs, 
“unless you want to count 
my passion for Italian 
food!" Her pet peeves in- 
clude “pompous people 
and snobs.” 
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Always ready with a quick joke to share with the painters in her new 
condo, lovely Lynn is anything but pompous herself. But she quickly 
turns serious, thinking of her first lover. “It was a sultry summer after- 
noon,” she says quietly. “The air was thick with an impending thun- 
derstorm. Rainy days have turned me on ever since.” 


Wardrobe courtesy of Lace to Lust, Ft Lauderdale, Fla. 
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In addition to being our 20th Anniversary Pet, Lynn is a longtime 

Penthouse fan. “| used to steal my brothers’ copies and read them 

from cover to cover. | feel like I've grown up with this magazine. 

Remember, we're both ‘children of '69,’” she laughs. “And I'm con- 
fident that the 1990s will be our best decade yet!” 
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


In this, our 20th Anniver- 
sary Issue, it is important to 
thank America’s Vietnam 
veterans and the men and 
women of the armed forces 
for their support over the 
past two decades. Pent- 
house went to Vietnam in 
1969, stayed there with our 
servicemen and women, 
and came home with them 
when the war ended, mak- 
ing a commitment to them 
to support their quest for 
justice and fairness within 
government as well as so- 
ciety. To this end, this col- 
umn has tried to be a con- 
sistent voice in the 
prolonged and often bitter 
battles for veterans’ rights. 

Today, in 1989, few will 
disagree that the problems 
and difficulties Vietnam 
veterans have had to over- 
come have been severe 
ones. In many ways, the war 
itself was much less a 
problem than the veterans’ 
return to “the world,” where 
many found themselves re- 
garded—and came, finally, 
to regard themselves—as 
strangers in their own land. 
From about the time this 
magazine began publica- 
tion, there was an almost 
universal lack of under- 
standing and compassion 
concerning the problems 
veterans faced as they at- 
tempted to re-enter Amer- 
ican society. For reasons 
that are still disturbing, 
Vietnam veterans were 
forced to bear the blame for 
the tragedy of the Vietnam 
War and became its 
scapegoat, resulting in an 
unfair and unwarranted 
punishment for what was 
falsely assumed as their 
culpability in the nation’s 
defeat. 

As a consequence, Viet- 
nam veterans suffered un- 
fairly at the hands of their 


@Penthouse went to Vietnam 
in 1969, stayed there with our troops, 
and came home with them 
after the war. We've been 8 
for them ever since.® 


government, their fellow 
citizens, and society’s in- 
stitutions—most espe- 
cially, the media, which ex- 
ploited false stereotypes of 
Vietnam veterans as drug- 
crazed baby killers. The 
government, for its part, 
quite literally attempted to 
turn Vietnam veterans into 
pariahs, imposing highly 
discriminatory standards 
against those who tried to 
claim their right to benefits 
supposedly provided for in 
legislation. And the gov- 
ernment’s so-called reha- 
bilitation programs were lit- 
tle more than a cruel hoax. 

The military chimed in by 
providing Vietnam veter- 
ans with defamatory sepa- 
ration codes. These sup- 
posedly confidential S.PN. 
codes were made avail- 
able to potential employ- 
ers, a perverse form of 
blacklisting that made it 
more difficult for an honor- 
ably discharged Vietnam 
veteran to get a job than for 
an ex-convict. When Pent- 
house raised the issue of 
the infamous codes, we 
were threatened with a ban 
on the sale of our magazine 
in military-post exchanges. 
The codes were finally 
abolished, but it was only 
one battle in a long war. 
Twenty years later, the bat- 
tles are different, but the 


war still hasn't been won. 
Another prolonged bat- 

tle involved the Veterans 

Administration's. failure to 


accept post-traumatic 
stress disorder as one of the 
root causes of the mental 
and emotional problems 
many Vietnam veterans 
were encountering. For too 
many years, Vietnam vet- 
erans were assumed to be 
unstable or somehow de- 
linquent as a consequence 
of their service. Unfortu- 
nately, their emotional and 
psychological traumas 
were looked upon as a 
manifestation of weakness, 
or as proof that they were 
just a bunch of crybabies 
rather than individuals suf- 
fering from a legitimate 
mental disorder. This was 
cruelty of a kind not expe- 
rienced by veterans of 
America’s other wars. Pent- 
house denounced this no- 
tion and supported inde- 
pendent medical research 
that finally and firmly estab- 
lished that a statistically 
significant number of vet- 
erans had incurred a stress 
syndrome clinically shown 
to be due to the effects of 
their service. 

From L.B.J. through Ron- 
ald Reagan, with notably 
few exceptions, the presi- 
dential appointees se- 
lected to run the V.A. and 


care for those who bore the 
burden of battle were polit- 
ical hacks and cronies. 
Their ineptness and their 
slavish acceptance of the 
“economies” ordered by the 
Office of Management and 
Budget under persons such 
as David Stockman made a 
poor situation even worse. 
Penthouse pointed out the 
egregious failures of the 
V.A.'s leadership and lent 
its editorial support to the 
honest and courageous ef- 
forts of certain members of 
Congress in their attempts 
to achieve equitable treat- 
ment for Vietnam veterans. 
Later, Penthouse argued for 
the creation of the Depart- 
ment of Veterans Affairs. 
The liberal media opposed 
it, but wiser heads in Con- 
gress prevailed and veter- 
ans now have a seat in the 
President’s cabinet. We 
sincerely hope that our run- 
ning battle with the White 
House is over. It is time to 
get on with the real task of 
meeting the needs of 
America’s veterans. 

The signs from the Bush 
administration are most en- 
couraging, especially the 
appointment of former con- 
gressman Edward J. Der- 
winski as the first secretary 
of Veterans Affairs. He him- 
self has made top-notch 
appointments to the new 
department, including 
Vietnam veterans who have 
experienced the horrors of 
the war and the indiffer- 
ence they and their com- 
rades suffered when they 
returned home. These men 
and women, in our opinion, 
can and will make a differ- 
ence in meeting the future 
needs of America’s veter- 
ans and in remedying the 
inequities they have suf- 
fered in the past—William 
R. CorsonO+— 
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But on the surface, their relationship 
appeared the same. In addition to card 
shows, they went to horse races at 
Churchill Downs and once again spent 
the Christmas holidays at Rose's house. 

Then suddenly, in February 1988, Carol 
Rose came between Janszen and. her 
husband. Following a Cleveland card 
show, Carol said she was convinced that 
Janszen was covering for some of her 
husband's questionable activities. She 
put her foot down—since Janszen had 
lost her trust, Rose had to stay away from 
him. And Rose, uneasy about the money 
he owed Janszen, seemed pleased to 
use his wife as the excuse to distance 
himself. Janszen's visits to Rose’s house 
virtually stopped. 

The timing of Rose and Janszen's fall- 
ing-out was critical, because in early 
March 1988, a tall muscular man and an 
attractive young woman knocked on Paul 
Janszen's door one early morning. They 
were Steve Barnett and Jayme Gentile, 
FB.I. agents, and Janszen learned he was 
the target of a federal investigation stem- 
ming from his former dealings with Sten- 
ger, Fry, and Gioiosa\ That afternoon, not 
knowing where to turn, he telephoned 
Pete Rose's lawyer, Reuven Katz, with 
whom he and Danita met. Janszen told 
Katz everything, from his earlier involve- 
ment in steroids to his middleman role on 
Stenger’s cocaine deals to a general de- 
scription of his betting work for Katz's 
client, including Rose’s $42,250 debt. “| 
need at least $30,000 from Pete now,” 
Janszen told Katz, assuming he needed 
money to retain a lawyer. At the end of 
Janszen's long monologue, Katz said, 
“Paul, I’ve got to ask you one thing. Did 
Pete bet baseball?” Janszen nodded yes. 
Katz said, “Dammit, it's over.” (Katz states 
that Janszen's statements regarding him 
contain “substantial inaccuracies,” but he 
“declined to participate in [Janszen’s] ar- 
ticle." The attorneys for Rose also de- 
clined to isolate any particular point that 
they considered substantially inaccur- 
ate. Most of the parties involved in ques- 
tionable conduct were contacted either 
directly or through their attorneys and re- 
fused to comment on the representations 
made about them.) 

According to Janszen, Katz promised 
that he would arrange for Rose to pay up 
to $30,000 and make it look “like a loan 
between friends.” Katz left for spring 
training to try to settle the dispute be- 
tween the former friends. Meanwhile, 
Janszen retained Merlyn Shiverdecker, 
an ex-prosecutor and prominent Cincin- 
nati defense counsel. 

In March, Janszen met with the FB.I. 
agents, who questioned him about Rose. 
He bluntly told them everything was up 
for discussion “except No. 14 [Rose's old 
playing number]—even if | knew any- 
thing, | wouldn't tell you.” The next day, 


Katz called from Florida and told him to 
go to Rose's accountant’s office, where 
a check was waiting. He proceeded to 
pick up acheck for $10,000 with the word 
loan scribbled in ink in the lower-left cor- 
ner. There was no promissory note or re- 
payment schedule or pledge of any col- 
lateral for a purported loan. Janszen felt 
abandoned. He expected at least 
$30,000. He called Katz and was in- 
formed that Rose felt he was even. There 
would be no more money. The next day 
Janszen again met with the FB.!., and with 
I.R.S. Special Agent Leo Rolfes. He de- 
scribed his feelings: “I told my attorney, 
‘Pete's left me out in the cold. He couldn't 
care less what happens to me. He didn't 
even call after Reuven told him | had 
problems. I’m not going to lie for Pete 
anymore.’ ” 

That was the point when Pete Rose's 
hidden life as an obsessive gambler be- 
gan to unravel before federal authorities. 
The testimony Janszen provided during 
the subsequent months, and the coop- 
eration he gave in the investigation of Ron 
Peters, resulted in a single charge against 
the bodybuilder. He eventually pleaded 
guilty to income-tax evasion on the sale 
of steroids and was sentenced to six 
months in a Cincinnati halfway house. 
(Janszen was freed on June 16, 1989.) 
Meanwhile, the baseball commissioner's 
office had commenced its own investi- 
gation, and a grand jury was convened. 

It does not seem like a mere four years 
since Rose achieved that crowning mo- 


ment of glory, breaking Cobb’s record. It 
seems much longer. Maybe the dark 
clouds swirling around him have so dam- 
aged his reputation that fans can no 
longer just remember the clean image of 
Charlie Hustle. 

“I've had a lot of time to think about it,” 
says Janszen. “While | was in the halfway 
house, | thought a lot about what made 
Pete do something that could put him into 
such trouble with baseball. Maybe when 
he was playing, the excitement was 
enough for him. But now that he was 
managing—something he felt at times 
was like baby-sitting a bunch of over- 
paid, immature brats—it was like the 
game was passing him by. He needed 
something to fulfill this high feeling. | think 
betting did it. Betting had replaced 
baseball as his No. 1 love.” 

The way that Janszen will remember 
Rose is as he was during a 1987 trip they 
made together to Churchill Downs. “We 
were leaving Churchill in a private heli- 
copter,” Janszen recalls, “and Rose 
turned to Danita and me, and said, ‘Paul- 
ie, what would there be in life without 
gambling? What would people do for 
fun?’ ” 

Pete Rose discovered the answer to 
that question too late. If somebody had 
helped him with his gambling problem 
years earlier, he might still be on his way 
to the Hall of Fame in 1992. But now the 
image may be too tarnished, the good 
memories too distant. All that is left is the 
image of a defiant, fallen idol.Ot-y 
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The rules have changed. 


Many of us have learned that 


it is indeed possible to 


BY B. D. COLEN 


have too much of a good thing. 


Just what the world needs— 
another column on sex. 

Actually, this isn’t going to 
be a typical column on sex. It 
certainly isn’t going to be a 
how-to column. No “insert tab 
A in slot B” stuff here. No 
instructions for achieving the 
elusive 30-minute orgasm. 
No “how to pick up chicks.” 

In fact, this is going to 
be more of a “how not to” 
column. How not to get AIDS. 
How not to get penicillinase- 
resistant gonorrhea. How 
not to get the woman with 
whom you're sleeping preg- 
nant. How not to be a male 
chauvinist. 

Don't get the wrong idea: 
I'm not a prig and | don't 
intend to write a column for 
prigs. Nor will | write one 
for pigs, of whatever variety. 
But | do think that sex 
requires the use of the head 
on your shoulders even 
more than the use of the one 
below your waist. This col- 
umn will be dedicated to the 
proposition that your sex 
life, like the rest of your life, 
should be ruled by your 
upper head. 

Two decades ago we were 
all convinced that if it felt 
good we could do it, and if it 
moved, we should have sex 
with it. But by now, those 
of us who are no longer teen- 
agers know that that just 
doesn't work. Even in bed, 
there is no free lunch. We 
paid for our decades of 
hedonism with herpes and 
with AIDS, both of which 
were inevitable. No, | am not 
suggesting that those viral 
infections are “God's wrath,” 
or whatever the half-witted 
televangelists call them. 
Those diseases might, how- 
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ever, correctly be called 
Mother Nature's revenge. For 
indiscriminate sexual behav- 
ior leads to disease, and 
constant indiscriminate sexual 
behavior inevitably leads to 
new diseases. Some have 
even suggested that what 
was most surprising about 
AIDS was not its appearance 
on the sexual scene, but 
rather the fact that it took so 
long to appear. 

A column of this sort is 
long overdue. After all, the Pill 
was introduced 29 years 
ago, the “Summer of Love” 
was 22 years ago, and we've 
known about AIDS for eight 
years now. The sexual 
revolution—that period of 
liberation brought about by 
the introduction of oral con- 
traceptives—was slowed 
by the herpes scare and 
ended by the AIDS panic. We 
have been told by many 
publications that we are var- 
iously in a period of sexual 
neo-conservativism and 
a new age of monogamy. 
Hell, they've even tried to 
convince us that chastity is 
sweeping the country. 

Whatever is happening, 
the one thing that is clear is 
that the rules of the game 
have changed from those 
carefree days of the late six- 
ties and seventies. Many 
of us have learned that it is 
indeed possible to have 
too much of a good thing. 
No, sex and love don’t always 
have to go together. And 
yes, sex can simply be a form 
of entertainment. 

But there seems to be no 
escaping the basic truth 
that meaningless sex is 
meaningless, and having a 
sex life that is devoid of 


meaning may say something 
about the rest of your life. 

Most of us have modified 
our behavior. But at the same 
time, | suspect that most of 
us have failed to give much 
thought to why we've done 
so—other than out of fear of 
disease—and why we've 
chosen our new behaviors. It 
is well past the time for a 
serious re-examination of our 
sexual behavior, and this 
column is the place to do just 
that. If it has to do with sex- 
ual behavior, or relations 
between men and women in 
even the most general sense, 
you'll read about it here. 

This is the place where we're 
going to attempt to examine 
our anxieties and angst, 

the place where we're going 
to examine the radical ways 
in which our relationships 
with women have changed 
over the last few decades— 
and the ways in which they 
have stayed the same. 

The AIDS epidemic will be 
a recurring theme. | don’t 
believe that the vast majority 
of heterosexuals are at risk 
of contracting the disease— 
although that could change 
if we don’t all practice safer 
sex, another subject that 
will be discussed here. 
Despite the strong evidence 
suggesting that the epidemic 
has peaked, AIDS will be 
with us for decades at least, 
and it will have a major 
impact on our lives, sexually, 
socially, and economically. 
These are issues we will 
discuss here. 

We'll also use this space to 
discuss the changing roles 
of men and women, and how 
this affects our sex lives. 
Remember that sexist cry of 


sixties demonstrations, 
“Chicks up front”? Well, they 
are up front now—they are 
our co-workers, partners, and 
even our bosses. They are, 
in other words, our equals, in 
the work world and in bed, 
and that means that almost al/ 
the rules have changed. 

Like the dinosaurs, we have 
to adapt or die. 

What do | mean by adapt- 
ing? What | don’t mean is 
simply paying lip service to 
women's rights.-What | do 
mean is sharing responsibili- 
ties and burdens with women 
in all areas of our lives. Do 
you know about the latest 
medical findings about the 
Pill? When was the last time 
you took responsibility for 
preventing an unwanted 
pregnancy? Do you know 
how your partner would feel 
about having an abortion 
(and “partner” is the operative 
word here)? 

| recently wrote a column 
entitled ‘Just Say No” for 
a women’s magazine, and | 
wasn't writing about drugs. | 
was writing about sex and 
birth control. My thesis was 
that it's about time that men 
really shared the responsibil- 
ity. If we don't, | argued, 
women should refuse to have 
sex with us. What? You say 
using a condom is like taking 
a shower with a raincoat 
on? But would you rather skip 
the shower? Ask yourself 
how disappointed or worried 
you would be about raincoats 
if you were at risk of becom- 
ing pregnant. 

Common sense tells us 
that these days we have to 
wake up to some important 
issues if we choose not to 
sleep alone.Ot-—g 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 
OPINON 


BY HARRISON E. SALISBURY 


The author, a Pulitzer Prize— 

winning reporter, has been associate 
editor of The New York Times 

and editor of that paper’s Op-Ed Page. 
He has written over 20 books, 

the most recent being The Great Black 
Dragon Fire (Little, Brown). He 

is currently writing a major history of 
China since the death of Mao, to 

be published next year by Little, Brown. 


REPORTERS, 

CON MEN, 
AND PLAYING 
HARDBALL 


| learned the reporter's trade in the rough Chicago of Al 
Capone and The Front Page. | did not then possess—nor do 
| now—any empathy for suspected murderers, Wall Street 
crooks, or White House mountebanks. 

The reporter's job, as | learned it, is to pit my wits against 
those of the marauders of society and to try my damnedest 
to come up with some approximation of the truth. 

Yes, | am sure that there have been occasions when | 
skirted one ethical line or another. When you go against a 
heavy hitter you need every bit of smarts you can command. 
These boys don't play beanbag. | suppose there may be a 
case of a murderer sobbing out his story on a reporter's 
shoulder, or an Ivan Boesky tracking down a newsman to 
give him his sad tale. But | have never met anyone like that, 
and | wouldn't believe his story if he told it to me. 

The reason | am laying out the philosophy of the Chicago 
school of reporting is because a writer for The New Yorker 
named Janet Malcolm has flurried up a storm about the mor- 
als of reporters. 

“Every journalist,” she writes, “who is not too stupid or too 
full of himself to notice what is going on knows that what he 
does is morally indefensible. He is a kind of confidence man, 
preying on people's vanity, ignorance, or loneliness, gaining 
their trust, and betraying them without remorse. 

‘Journalists justify their treachery in various ways, accord- 
ing to their temperaments,” she continues. “The more pomp- 
ous talk about freedom of speech and ‘the public's right to 
know’; the least talented talk about Art; the seemliest murmur 
about earning a living.” 

That, | submit, is a pretty wide swat at the ball. She tags 
us all. No exceptions. 

| confess that | think Janet Malcolm's words are hogwash, 
and dangerous hogwash at that. They are part-of a recent 
stream of assault on reporters and the news media, catering 
to a public that thinks it wants “positive” reporting, not the 
gritty, grubby facts. If the Janet Malcolms had their way, re- 
porters would send perfumed invitations begging for inter- 
views and offer their subjects full rights of censorship. Not 
quite like the Pravda. of my Moscow days, but too close for 
comfort. 

The irony of Malcolm's nonsense is that it was printed in 
The New Yorker, which has published some of the world’s 
finest reportage. The idea that its founding editor, Harold 
Ross, or his successor William Shawn would have consid- 
ered their reportorial staff “morally irresponsible” is outra- 
geous. 

So what is Janet Malcolm getting at? | am not certain, 
unless she has some hidden agenda. It would seem that she 
defines journalism very narrowly. She is not talking about 
reporting in the Chicago sense or in the Washington sense 
of, say, the Pentagon Papers or Teapot Dome. 

She is talking, if | understand her, about."as told to” prose, 


y 


the stuff that used to fill Silver Screen and True Story, and 
that so often now delights.pop publishers with super ratings 
on the best-seller list—trashy stories of ladies who feel com- 
pelled to put a small hole in their husband's head when they 
discover he is making it with the next-door neighbor. That 
kind of slush. This is journalism? 

| make this deduction because Malcolm zeroes her sling- 
shot at Joe McGinniss, who seems to have had a cahoots 
contract to write a book about and with Jeffrey MacDonald, 
a gentleman who is enjoying a long prison term after being 
convicted of putting a wife and two daughters out of-the way 
in a peculiarly unlovely manner. 

Malcolm accuses McGinniss of leading MacDonald down 
the garden path by pretending to sympathize, when all he 
really wanted was gory detail. She asserts that McGinniss 
sweet-talked his way into MacDonald's confidence. Mac- 
Donald's sweet talk to McGinniss doesn't get much attention. 

It is on this episode that Malcolm bases her accusation 
that all “journalists” are confidence men and swindlers. Her 
words touched off fireworks among breast-beating writers 
who pleaded innocent of ever using pretty words to win the 
confidence of a murderer or malefactor. 

The whole bit smells. No one raises his or her voice on 
behalf of robust reporting. | think that is what journalism is 
about. The backbone of the American press is not “as told 
to” prose, but tough, investigative, confrontational reporting. 
The reporters | honor are the ones with muscle—the guys 
who aren't afraid to stake out for 12 hours on a zero night in 
January, the women whose eyes burst out of their sockets 
from 48 hours of scanning printouts to see who is on the take, 
the skinny kid who tracks the bushy-tailed pol right into his 
two-story walk-up love nest. Plain, no-nonsense reporting. 
Maybe you win, maybe you lose, but you aren't playing against 
some kitten with china-blue eyes. You are up against the 
pros. If they didn’t know how to lie, they wouldn't be drawing 
down a few hundred million a year on Wall Street. If they 
didn't know the hidden ball tricks, they wouldn't have won 
that squeaker in Texas that saved their Senate seat. 

| believe in reporters who can play the game in the big 
time. Not escapees from encounter sessions or would-be 
Hamlets with identity problems. There are times when noth- 
ing but a reporter stands between our country and disaster. 
| want that reporter to stand tall in his own image. Not a liar, 
not a thief, not a cheat or a moral hypocrite. But | want him 
to stand big enough so he knows when he has to try a corner 
shot, and the consequences if he fails. 

The “as told to” yarn is a separate species. It is supposed 
to be fact, but it comes out like fiction. There are geniuses 
in this specialty. Truman Capote almost invented it. Was he 
a moral hypocrite when he wrote /n Cold Blood (for The New 
Yorker)? Norman Mailer does it with a slightly different twist, 
but he does it very well. No one has turned fact into fiction 


with greater skill. Is Mailer's work “indefensible”? And where 
are we to rate Tom Wolfe? 

These men are great, but | don’t want them on page 1 of 
The New York Times or the Daily News telling me about a 
missile crisis. There | want the facts. Just the facts. If | want 
to dress them up, | can use my own imagination. 

You don't have to lie to get the facts. You don't have to lie 
to present them. Yes, you have to use good sense and some 
practical psychology in handling sources. And you can get 
a lot further with honey than with a secondhand imitation of 
Mike Wallace. Best of all—do your homework. Feed the in- 
criminating evidence to the suspect, item by item. Pretty 
hard for him to duck that. No con. Just hardball. 

Hardball. That's the kind of reporting | learned in Al Ca- 
pone'’s Chicago. It worked in FDR's Washington and Stalin's 
Russia (insofar as anything worked in that land of snow and 
censorship). It worked under LB, and it works under George 
Bush, or any other occupant of the White House. Don't be- 
lieve it if a president does the buddy-buddy act. It’s just a 
con, and unfortunately it works—the White House is magic. 
I've never met a pol who didn't con the reporters. 

There have been times in the past and there will be times 
in the future when the fate of our country will hang on knowing 
the truth, the facts about a president or a government report, 
the truth or falsity of the danger of war. The reporter's job is 
to get the answer—quick and straight. 

Jack Kennedy hit the ceiling when a no-frills reporter named 
Tad Szulc wrote in The New York Times that we were about 
to invade Castro’s Cuba. But Kennedy lived to thank the 
Times for publishing that piece, and to regret that it hadn't 
come soon enough to scrub the whole fiasco. 

Do Homer Bigart, Seymour Hersh, and Neil Sheehan owe 
the country an apology for “morally indefensible” conductin © 
reporting the truth about what Sheehan ultimately was to call 
“the bright shining lie” of the U.S. in Vietnam? Lyndon John- 
son would have put Sheehan, David Halberstam, and Char- 
ley Mohr before a firing squad for their hard-ass reports, and 
would have ordered a “surgical” air strike on The New York 
Times (if he could have) when | slipped into Hanoi and ex- 
posed his lies about our bombing. 

| agree with Hersh’s assessment that when a president 
gets into trouble, he lies. So do senators and stock-market 
biggies. Of course, murderers lie. The reporter's job is to cut 
a path through the lies and set the record straight. Not easy. 
What is missing from the Malcolm caper is any recognition 
of the role of the reporter as the guardian of public honesty. 
Tough reporters and a tough press are the first line of Amer- 
ican defense in a dangerous world. The Malcolms out there 
stir up public resentment against the men and women we 
depend upon when the chips are really down. Nobody en- 
joys bad news. It's bitter medicine, but it’s the medicine that 
our lives depend on.Ot+-q 
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Iconoclastic rock ’n’ roller 


Ted Nugent says it’s time for animal 


protectionists to open 


their eyes and learn what a bitch 


Mother Nature really is. 


SPORTING LIFE 


BY TED NUGENT 


For the umpteenth time, | was 
perched 20 feet up in my 
favorite oak tree with a hawk's- 
eye view of the rolling farm 
country in southern Michigan. 
The crops were harvested, 
as they always are, and 

the surrounding countryside 
was beginning to take on 

the depleted look of winter. 
The 11 white-tailed deer had 
spent the last 50 minutes 
melting out of the woodlot's 
shadows into the remnant 
corn stalks on the swamp’s 
edge. A feeding ritual, seeking 
out scattered grain in Ameri- 
ca’s cropland represents 
sustenance to these animals. 
Farming technology, though, 
has all but eliminated 
spillage and makes for slim 
pickings in these fields. 

The deer meandered up 
and down the corn rows, 
obviously finding little to eat. 
One yearling was munching 
steadily on a small pile of 
grain spilled where the 
combine left the field. Steadily, 
the remaining deer joined 
him. As I've seen so many 
times before, the oldest and 
largest doe of the group 
raised up on her hind legs 
and came down swiftly with a 
flailing front hoof onto a 
younger deer’s back. One by 
one, she eliminated the 
competition and became 
queen of the hill. 

| don’t need some concrete- 
jailed animal protectionist to 
tell me about “animal families” 
and the wonderful world of 
Bambi. There is no such 
thing. I've spent over 30 years 
in the real world of wildlife 
and seen Mother Nature's 
scheme firsthand. Wildlife 
writer and photographer 
friends of mine have 
documented numerous 
occasions where the death of 
offspring has resulted in 
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“My family 


and | eat only what | kill myself... . 


Br Soha 
. | take my son 


hunting so | don't have to hunt for my son.” 


dominance over scarce and 
preferred food during the 
hard months of winter in 
typical white-tailed habitat. 
Boar bear will eat their 
offspring at nearly every 
opportunity. Male lions will do 
the same. In the wild, there 
is no life without death—and 
nearly always that death is 
violent and unforgiving. 

My family and | do not 
consume commercial or 
domestic meat. We eat only 
what | kill myself with a bow 
and arrow or a firearm. There 
are more elk, wild turkey, 
white-tailed deer, and 


pronghorn antelope in 
America today than there 
were 90 years ago. It's alla 
matter of habitat and carrying 
capacity through the winter 
months. In my home state 

of Michigan, more than 25,000 
deer carcasses are removed 
annually from the state's 
highways. In Pennsylvania, 
the number is more than 
35,000. Of course, most 
wildlife and law-enforcement 
officers agree the numbers 
could double if the wounded 
animals that die out of sight 
were included. All this means 
that we have paved over 


and overwhelmingly compro- 
mised the historical wildlife 
range. 

Each year in nearly every 
state of the nation—except 
California, where they have an 
out-of-control mountain lion 
problem—the deer-hunting 
harvest figures continue 
to grow. Because of habitat 
reclamation and improved 
forest-management and 
timber-cutting operations, 
combined with agricultural 
land set-aside policies, many 
wildlife populations are at 
an all-time high. 

The ignorant anti-hunters 
and so-called preservationists 
continually harm and 
threaten wildlife by their 
insensitive knee-jerk make- 
believe claims. Even in the 
face of undeniable, 
documented proof by trained 
scientists and biologists, 
these dastardly factions are 
still trying to stop the Great 
Neck Swamp annual hunt in 
New Jersey, which is 
conducted by concerned 
sportsmen to maintain a 
healthy deer herd within the 
confines of the remaining 
finite habitat. 

It's easy to be swayed by a 
photograph in your favorite 
magazine of a cute raccoon 
with its foot in a trap. In an 
irrational attempt to save the 
little animal, otherwise well- 
meaning people are funding 
the perpetrators of these 
horrible lies. Does anyone 
truly believe that the minks for 
fur coats, deer for venison 
burgers, or pheasants for my 
dinner died any deader 
than Holly Farms drumsticks, 
Big Macs, or your favorite 
leather jacket? So many 
times | have been subjected 
to pathetic tirades by so- 


\called do-gooders, veggies, 


and their ilk, with their feet 


in dead stuff while they 
condemn me for putting an 
arrow through my dinner. 

A portion of the cost of their 
shoes went directly to the 
killer. 

Unless a person lives on 
another planet, they directly 
contribute to death every day 
of their lives. The protesters 
of the Great Neck Swamp 
hunt eliminated, through 
displacement and, ultimately, 
death, untold numbers of 
living things in the grand 
scope of human encroach- 
ment as they populated their 
paved, sewered, toxic- 
dumped, manicured-lawned, 
fertilizer-poisoned, perma- 
nently altered little neighbor- 
hoods. All the hunters and 
trappers in the world will 
never catch up to the wildlife 
body-count victims of this 
country’s golf courses alone. 
Hunters, fishermen, and 
trappers pay for wildlife 
management for all to appre- 
ciate, via their license fees 
and self-imposed taxes. 

Everyone wants to save 
lives, but in the big picture of 
planet earth, saving a 
species is far more important 
than the close-minded, 
shortsighted saving of some 
lives. The African country 
of Kenya, against sound 
historical-management pleas, 
halted sport hunting in 1972. 
At that time, there were tens of 
thousands of magnificent 
elephants throughout the 
country. There were 
thousands upon thousands 
of rhinoceroses. Then the 
hunting stopped. Along with 
the hunting stopped the 
flow of funds to manage this 
and all wildlife in Kenya. 
Today, there are but small 
remnant groups of animals, 
found only in the tourist sight- 
seeing areas. Without funds 


generated by the sportsmen’s 
licenses and related expendi- 
tures to pay for an ample 
number of game wardens, the 
illegal poaching business 
has run rampant. Only now, 
in a “no hunting” zone, is 

the African rhino on the verge 
of extinction. Yet in South 
Africa, where sport hunting is 
still a way of life, the black 
rhinoceros and white rhinoc- 
eros both maintain a viable 
breeding population. 

These classic confronta- 
tions are oft-repeated around 
the globe. The modern-day 
sports hunter has not been 
responsible for the extinction, 
or anything close to the 
extinction, of any animal. Even 
the American bison, whose 
numbers approached 100 
million in the 1700s, would be 
no more numerous than they 
are today if for no other reason 
than the wave of human 
encroachment. The cattle 
and sheep industry would 
have seen to that, not to 
mention the alteration of their 
sustaining habitat throughout 
the continent. Never forget 
that it was sport hunters like 
Teddy Roosevelt and his 
hunting buddies who created 
the concept of wildlife 
refuges in this country and 
the world. 

| used to say that nature is 
not a very pretty picture, 
just a necessary one. But now, 
considering what lessons 
have been learned over such 
a long period of time, I’ve 
come to think it really is 
a pretty picture. We must 
stop equating death and 
blood in the wild as something 
undesirable. Anything that 
benefits God's creation is truly 
desirable. The predator 
sometimes chooses its meal 
as its meal is being born, 
taking the mother down as 


well. This is not painful. This 
is not ugly. This is, in fact, 

the beauty of life. The predator 
gets his meal, and the prey 
species is made stronger 
through the cull. An entire 
biological chain of events 
takes place that addresses 
the big picture and improves 
life. 

The devil is out there 
preying on you, in the name 
of God, so that he can afford 
private planes, multiple 
homes, and a wardrobe that 
only a big-time pimp could 
appreciate. There are other 
devious bastards who will try 


Nugent in his natural habitat. 


to sell a bill of goods in the 
name of saving cute little 
animals’ lives, so they too can 
make a lot of money. | do 

not believe that these so- 
called friends of animals give 
a damn about the animals 
whatsoever, but are taking 
advantage of our human 
instincts to help the critters. If 
anyone really wants to help 
wildlife, buy a hunting license, 
buy a fishing license, or send 
a check to the National 
Wildlife Federation, the Wildlife 
Legislative Fund of America, 
Ducks Unlimited, or your 
state wildlife agency. Don't 
go down to the pits at the 


Indianapolis 500 and tell 
anybody how to adjust their 
carburetor unless you've 
spent some time—a lot of 
time—with carburetors. 

The life you lead can be 
enhanced and appreciated 
much more if you spend 
more time in the outdoors. If 
you truly want to help, first 
you have to know how. Take 
a drive out to the country. 
Get out of your car and feel 
the earth under your feet. 
Meet a farmer and learn the 
ways of the land. Contact 
your local trappers’ associa- 
tion or hunting club. Touch 
that part of life where all 
our lives came from and will 
determine where we will go. 

The old miners used to 
keep a small bird in a cage 
deep down in their mine 
shafts to monitor the oxygen 
quality in their workplace. 
The condition of wildlife in our 
fragile environment today 
will foretell the quality of our 
lives in the years to come. 
Healthy wildlife is intelligently 
managed wildlife. Within 
the altered structure of 
modern land use, it is now in 
the hands of man. Modern 
wildlife-management 
techniques, based on 
population dynamics and 
winter-range carrying capac- 
ity, must be adhered to 
intelligently to ensure the 
wonderful beauty of the 
wilderness for generations to 
come. Mother Nature used 
to have a buffer zone when 
she had the whole world 
to play with. Now, a judgment 
mistake on her part Could 
have a devastating effect on 
what may be a pocket 
population of wildlife. Leave it 
to her, and the bitch could 
really mess things up! 

| don’t know about you, but 
I'm going hunting. Ot+—_ 
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running my fingers through his hair with 
the other. 

He stood up and removed all of his 
clothing. His dick was so massive that | 
was just blown away—| didn’t think that 
it would fit between my tight walls. | was 
trembling with a furious passion, but was 
so entranced that | could barely move. 
He smiled and lifted me up, removing the 
rest of my clothing. He laid me on the 
sofa, spread my legs, and licked and 
sucked his way to my already wet vagina. 
| grasped his hand in pleasure and 
moaned in ecstasy. Just when | thought 
that | was going to come, he once again 
lifted me and placed me on the floor. “You 
are so fucking beautiful,” he moaned, as 
his hard length pushed inside my waiting 
flower. It took some effort to get his cock 
into my opening, but the reward was 
worth the wait. He was so intense with 
his lovemaking that | just literally lost all 
control and bucked up and down, want- 
ing him in me as far as he could go. He 
thrust in and out until | thought that | would 
die of a heart attack. We went on like this 
for some time, with me coming and com- 
ing like crazy. 

Glenn was an expert lover, every so 
often enticing me into a new position. He 
was so strong that he was able to just 
pick me up and place me where he 
wanted. The final position had him fuck- 
ing me doggie-style, and when | reached 
around to fondle his balls, | could tell he 
was preparing for a massive blowout. We 
had been going at it for quite some time 
when | finally reached a full, hot climax, 
gasping for breath and crying out to him 
in extreme pleasure—I never had such 
an intense orgasm. Satisfied that | had 
come, Glenn pressed down on my back 
so | was lying on my stomach, then 
pumped away in a hard, raging style until 
his hot come shot inside me like a run- 
ning faucet. We lay there holding each 
other, catching our breath. We were both 
so incredibly happy and content at that 
moment that we laughed and chuckled, 
caressing each other with newfound in- 
terest—Name and address withheld 


THE POSTMAN ALWAYS WORKS HARD 
This is a first for me, for two reasons. Usu- 
ally | don't like to talk about my private 
life, and I’ve never written to a magazine 
before. But, alas, I’ve got some stories 
that have to be shared. You see, | ama 
mailman. | know that you're probably 
snickering by now, saying that you've 
heard all about “mailman stories,” but | 
swear this one’s true! 

| am a six-foot-one, 196-pound young 
Afro-American man. I’m a veteran of the 
Navy, and because of all the training and 
workouts that I’ve had in the past—and 
still practice in the present—I am in ex- 
cellent condition. Women find me most 
attractive, and being single really helps. 
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| became a mailman when | was re- 
leased from the Navy. | heard the other 
guys at work talking about their con- 
quests on their mail routes, but | figured 
most of them were lying or, at best, 
stretching the truth. | must say that | came 
across a few ladies that flirt—but doesn't 
everybody? | soon learned that flirting 
sometimes leads to bigger and greater 
things! 

| remember Ginny. She was about 25 
or so, with a body that could stop traffic. 
She had these big pouting eyes and the 
most sensuous lips | had ever seen. Every 
day she would be there to take her mail. 
As soon as | stepped onto the porch, the 
door opened and this arm would pro- 
trude from the door, accompanied by a 
voice that said, “Don’t put it in the box. 
I'll take it.” When | offered her the mail, 
she would open the door some more to 
receive it. Ginny was always in some state 
of undress—a robe that was partially 
open, a flimsy gown or something of that 
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Leslie guided my 
head downward, past her navel, 
and as | reached 
her mound our excitement 
increased, and 
| began to pulse with 
stronger urges. 
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nature. Many times | caught fleeting 
glimpses of her magnificent breasts with 
those pink, hard nipples—sometimes 
even the darkness of her pubic patch. 
Sometimes her looks were so intense | 
wanted to fuck her right there on the 
porch—but | wasn’t sure what this fine 
lady was really up to. 

| told myself that all | needed was for 
some “teaser” to tell Hubby Dear that | 
hit on her—then all hell could break loose, 
including my losing my job. So | made up 


_ my mind that only if she gave me any- 


thing concrete to go on would | try some- 
thing. 

My wait was short-lived. On this partic- 
ular day, everything was as usual. | 
stepped onto the porch, the door opened 
a bit, and that sweet, sexy voice cooed 
for me not to put the mail in the box. | 
opened the screen door to give Ginny 
the mail, and there she was, in nothing 
but a wet towel—and a small one at that. 
She took a step backward and said, ‘Just 
drop it on the desk there.” As | started 
for the desk, which was just out of arm’s 
reach, her towel fell to the floor. “Oops!” 
she said. “Would you be a sweetheart 
and pick that up for me?” | bent to pick 


up the towel and she sighed and opened 
her legs slightly. | looked up at her face, 
then realized that my face was just inches 
away from her beautiful pussy. Slowly | 
walked my eyes down to her manicured 
cunt. 

“If | see something | like, | kiss it,” she 
purred. “What do you do?” | was mo- 
mentarily speechless. “Well, | guess |’d 
do this,” and | gently placed a kiss right 
at the top of her pubic triangle. | kicked 
the front door closed with my foot without 
even straightening up. | heard her take a 
sharp breath, then stood to face her. Her 
eyes had a vulnerable look, and her lips 
quivered ever so slightly. | dropped my 
satchel, then unbuckled my panis, letting 
them fall to my feet. | slipped my under- 
pants down to mid-thigh and her eyes set 
on my manhood. 

“Do you like it?” | asked. 

She brushed her fingers along its side. 
“Oh my, yes,” she said. 

“Well?” | said. Remembering her say- 
ing, she slowly fell to her knees and 
planted a kiss right on my cockhead. | 
could feel the blood start to engorge my 
dick. She coyly looked up at me and said, 
“Oh yes, yes, yes!” 

She planted little wet kisses along the 
shaft, and it started to thicken. “I want it 
to get hard in my mouth,” she said. With 
that, she completely engulfed my dick in 
her warm, velvety mouth. The lady was 
a pro. She was literally swallowing my 
cock on each downstroke, and | had to 
lean against the door to keep from falling. 
| felt myself reaching the point of no re- 
turn, so | held her head motionless so | 
could compose myself. 

“Hold it, sweet thing, | want to fuck you,” 
| told her. She reluctantly slid my dick out 
of her mouth, holding it in both her hands. 
“Yeah, | want your big black dick in me,” 
Ginny whispered. “But first, eat me and 
make my pussy nice and juicy for you.” 
She went over to the couch, sat down on 
the edge, and began to play with herself. 
“See, I’m getting it ready for you, lover.” 
She smiled and licked her finger, tasting 
her own juice. | hurriedly stripped away 
my clothing and almost dove for her wait- 
ing snatch. | could smell a mixture of her 
natural female scent and fragrant dusting 
powder. Her pussy hair was still damp 
from her recent shower. | gave her one 
long lick from bottom to top, and she went 
crazy, moaning and coming like mad! Je- 
sus, | thought, this is a hot little mama. | 
kind of nibbled at her clit and she 
screamed like a banshee! In no time at 
all, she was thrashing about on the couch 
like crazy—soaking wet. 

“Oh God, please stop! Fuck me now. | 
can't stop coming!” she said. So | slowly 
slid it into her warm love box. 

“No, baby, | want that thing all the way 
in. Now!” she panted. As she said this, 
she grabbed my buttocks and pulled with 
all her might as she hunched toward me. 
She was really out of control now, and 
after a couple of strokes she started 
coming again. We both fell off the couch 
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during the frenzy, continuing on the floor 
to earth-shattering climaxes. Afterward 
we just lay there and tried to catch our 
breath. 

Then, while | was dressing, she told me 
that she had been watching me for 
months and used to masturbate every day 
after | gave her the mail. ‘ 

It wasn't long before Ginny’s house be- 
came one of my favorite “break stops.” 
The only bad thing was that | had to really 
run my tail off to make up for the time I'd 
spend there. We must have screwed in 
every position known to man, and in every 
room of her house. This went on until her 
husband's job took them away. | still get 
sexy little cards from her now and then. 
It’s a nice memory.—Name and address 
withheld 


POM-POM GIRL 

| have been reading Penthouse for sev- 
eral years and have always wondered 
what it would be like to have a hot, spon- 
taneous sexual encounter. Last weekend 
| found out! 

| work as asecurity guard at a stadium. 
It's a job that | do to put myself through 
college—it’s very boring! My usual du- 
ties are to secure the building after 
everyone has left, and one night while 
making my rounds, | noticed one of the 
new cheerleaders practicing for tryouts. 
She was down on the field and could not 
see me up in the stands. The girl was a 
looker—blond, about five foot ten, with 
legs that looked like they would never end. 
After watching her for several minutes, | 
wondered if she was a true blond. While 
| was busy with these nasty thoughts, she 
finally looked in my direction and caught 
sight of me. | waved to her, and she ges- 
tured for me to come down to the field, 
yelling out that she wanted an opinion on 
her skills—boy, an opinion wasn’t all | 
wanted to give her! 

My nightstick immediately began to 
grow as | slowly walked toward her. As 
she went through her routine, it grew big- 
ger and bigger. | couldn't help noticing 
her beautiful breasts rising and falling as 
she worked out. From the look in her eyes, 
she had noticed my growing billy club. 
When she was done, she smiled and 
asked me what | thought of her routine. | 
brazenly told her that I'd like to see more 
of it, and she smiled, slipped out of her 
leotard, and ran down the field. | caught 
up with her at the 50-yard line. She turned 
around quickly, and our mouths met in 
hungry lust. We fell to the ground. 

This girl was sex-starved! As she 
brought my pants down, my thick hard- 
on protruded toward her hands. She 
obliged my throbbing member by slip- 
ping it between her rosy lips, taking all of 
my nine inches to the base, licking the 
head and shaft along the way. After only 
a few minutes of this delightful slurping, 
my member exploded in her mouth. After 
she sucked me dry, she licked her lips 
and said, “Mmm ... good to the last 
drop!” | was in fuck heaven. 
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To my surprise, in a minute she was up 
and off again. She ran giggling toward 
the end zone, and when she reached it, 
she screamed, “Touchdown!” This was 
the girl of my dreams, and while | sat there 
on the field, stunned, | began to grow 
hard again. | quickly sprang up and ran 
to her. My pom-pom girl was full of life 
and sexual energy as she got on all fours 
and raised her beautiful ass to beckon 
my rigid hard-on. Slowly, | slipped inside 
her steamy muff, and she moaned and 
pumped as | thrust deep within her. Soon 
we were both climbing toward the inten- 
sity of orgasm, and with my last heaving 
thrust we came together. With a grin, she 
breathlessly said to hit the showers. As 
usual, | was right behind her. But that, | 
must say, is another story—because |’m 
off to visit her now.—Name and address 
withheld 


SIMON SAYS 
My wife Carmen and | have been wanting 
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| lost all perception 
of time and space and returned 
several of the groom's 
kisses as his best man 
unfastened my dress 
from behind, letting it drop to 
the cool marble floor. 
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to have a threesome for quite some time. 
However, we have always had problems 
finding the right partner. We bought a ten- 
inch dildo that she enjoys, but it is not the 
same as another person. One night we 
came upon the answer to our problem. 

One of Carmen's favorite games is Si- 
mon says. We always play that anything 
goes. This night, | was Simon. Carmen 
was lying on the bed running her dildo 
over her 38-inch tits while | was eating 
her blond snatch. She was expecting a 
call from work, so when the phone rang, 
she answered it. It was a wrong number, 
but it gave me a great idea. | went to the 
living room and came back with a deck 
of cards and a notebook. Without ex- 
plaining anything, | told Carmen to start 
picking cards while | jotted down the 
numbers. We ended up with four phone 
numbers. | explained to my wife that she 
was to Call these numbers and find aman 
that would stay on the line while we made 
love. 

The first line was busy, so she-hung up. 
The second was a machine, and | told 
her to leave a message to practice her 
line. Carmen told them what we were 
doing and hoped they would call back. 


The third number was a hit. At first the 
man didn’t believe her, but as she de- 
scribed her body, he stayed on the phone. 
We have a speaker phone in the bed- 
room, so we were all able to get in on the 
conversation. We decided that no names 
would be used, so we let him be Simon. 
He said he would be happy to help us, 
but that Carmen would have to tell him 
everything that was happening. Carmen 
told him how | was licking her pussy while 
she played with her nipples. Simon said 
to cover her body with baby oil and tell 
him about it. She told him how she was 
coating her tits and moving down her belly 
to her thighs. When she got to her cunt, 
Simon said he wanted to hear her work- 
ing her snatch. | got the cordless phone 
and held it down to’her pussy. Her cunt 
made slurping sounds as she pushed her 
fingers into her juicy box. He told her if 
he were there, he would be sliding his 
cock into her cunt right now. This made 
her fuck herself even harder with her fin- 
gers. | asked Simon if he would like Car- 
men to slide her dildo up her cunt. He 
said yes, and he wanted her to tell him 
how it felt. Carmen slowly worked the 
plastic dick into her pussy. She told him 
how good it felt to have a huge dick up 
her hot cunt and that she wished it was 
his. 

| poured more oil over her hand and 
snatch and held the phone close so he 
could hear the dildo sliding in and out of 
her. Simon told my wife to rub her tits and 


pull on her nipples. She did everything 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 234 
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(For information on 
products shown on pages 
260-263, contact these 
manufacturers or stores.) 


Ladret Motor 
Corporation of 
North America 

PO. Box 23529 

Vancouver A.M.F, 


A.E.G. Olympia 

PO. Box 22 
Somerville, NJ 08876 
(201) 722-7000 


Flemington Fur Co. 
8 Spring St. 
Flemington, NJ 08822 


B.C. 
Canada V7B 1W2 


Oleg Cassini 


(201) 782-2212 


Gold Mountain Chalet 
Resort 

Tice Rd. 

Spring Glen, NY 
12483 

(914) 647-4332 


Harman America 
240 Crossways Park 
West 


Woodbury, NY 11797 ° 


(516) 496-3400, 
ext. 283 


550 Seventh Ave. 
New York, NY 10018 
(212) 840-6047 


Olivetti Products 

765 U.S. Highway 202 
Somerville, NJ 08876 
(201) 526-8200 


Richters Jewelers. 
Inc. 

680 Fifth Ave. 

New York, NY 10019 

(212) 355-4600 


BETH TED AND AALIC@ES 


@When Alice and | were little girls, we cared more about the 
National League than how to dress our Barbies. Of course, the boys 
never let us play with them. Then along came Ted.® . 
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Ted went along with them on a whim. But 

four seasons of Triple-A ball and other 

earthly delights hadn't prepared him for 
these girls of summer. 


Donning the pin-striped flannel of their girlhood dreams, Beth 
and Alice felt something magical, an excitement beyond the 
heat of the sun and the sensuous sweat of the game. 
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The majors 
might pass on 
Ted, but he 
had discov- 
ered _inter- 
sexual mud 
wrestling. ... 


After these 
first, wild in- 
nings, the 
game _pro- 
gressed to 
the locker 
room and be- 
yONnG2s. = 


_——— 


Autumn will come, and the season will 
end. But for these three, the last out will 


only be the beginning. O+—g 


177 


ARTICLE 


rdinary 
citizens—fed 
up with rampant crime and 
revolving-door 
punishment—are beating, 
burning, and 
killing in the name of justice. 


LAW AND 
ORDER 
LY NCHINGS 


BY LAURENCE GONZALES 
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There was a bad man in a bad neigh- 
borhood. His name was Pepito. Pepito 
was a slasher. He carried a 12-inch knife 
and kept it sharp. Once an old man 
named Benevar was walking along the 
street and Pepito stopped him to de- 
mand change for a dollar. Benevar said 
he didn’t have it. Pepito’s knife flashed, 
and Benevar lay mortally wounded, his 
head nearly severed. “The cut was so 
deep,” said a New York City detective 
who worked on the case, “that you could 
see his spinal cord.” 

Not only was Pepito evil, he was ugly. 
Once he approached a beautiful young 
woman in the neighborhood and asked 
her to give him a kiss. Involuntarily, she 
recoiled in horror. Without warning, Pe- 
pito’s knife flashed, and the woman was 
beautiful no more. “I could see her teeth 
through her cheek,” the detective said. 
“He had cut part of her tongue off, that's 
how hard he hit her with the blade of that 
knife.” 

To be sure, they arrested Pepito. But 
the criminal justice system allowed Pe- 
pito to go free again and again. The po- 
lice were frustrated. Citizens were terror- 
ized and angry. Pepito was bolder than 
ever. He walked around brandishing his 
knife in full view, secure in the knowledge 
that the law was powerless to stop him. 

Then one day the detective received a 
radio call. A man had been stabbed in 
the same neighborhood. Certain that this 


was another of Pepito's victims, he rushed 
to the scene. But when he got there, the 
detective found Pepito himself lying in a 
spreading pool of his own blood. He had 
been stabbed a hundred times or more, 
and whoever had bothered to do such a 
thorough job had also left the 12-inch knife 
stuck in Pepito's brain for good measure. 
“He had to go,” said a policeman who 
had been on the scene. “The neighbor- 
hood got together and did what we were 
unable to do. There was no question that 
it had to be done. In fact, | had resolved 
in my mind that the next time | took him 
in, | was going to put one in between his 
eyes. Nobody would have asked any 
questions. But the neighborhood people 
got there first, thank God. I’m a Catholic, 
and | didn't want to make that decision.” 

The good people who carried out Pe- 
pito's execution are commonly known as 
vigilantes. And what they did is called 
lynching. Both words are charged with 
emotion, and yet it is difficult to find any- 
one in the neighborhood or among the 
police who is willing to say that what hap- 
pened to him was wrong. 

Pepito’s case would be a curiosity if it 
were isolated, but it is not. All over the 
nation, ordinary citizens fed up with in- 
competent, inadequate, or corrupt law 
enforcement and the criminal justice sys- 
tem are taking matters into their own 
hands. The power to make and enforce 
the laws in this nation is shifting at the 


“Separate checks?” 
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grass-roots level, and those who philoso- 
phize about such matters are uncertain 
whether it signals a return to barbarism 
or is the first effective response to crime 
since the end of World War II. In fact, it 
is one of the most confusing and painful 
social issues of our time. For to kill Pepito 
is wrong, but not to kill him is impossible. 
Still the tale is so common as to be the 
stuff of legends. 

In Skidmore, Missouri, Ken Rex Mc- 
Elroy was shot and killed in broad day- 
light, and no one was prosecuted. When 
news of his execution spread, observers 
as far away as the nation’s capital asked, 
“What took so long?” McElroy had ter- 
rorized the citizens of Skidmore in much 
the same way Pepito terrorized his New 
York neighborhood. He raped girls, mur- 
dered those who got in his way, and even 
burned down people's houses if he felt 
like it. Released again and again, Mc- 
Elroy was emboldened by his own out- 
rageous behavior and intoxicated by his 
seeming immunity to the law. The amaz- 
ing thing is that the townspeople took 
McElroy’s abuse for 20 years before they 
got together and lynched him. Why? Cer- 
tainly, it is one thing to shoot a man who 
is crawling through your bedroom win- 
dow with a knife in his teeth—that's called 
self-defense. It is entirely another matter 
to track him down and murder him, years 
after the fact, for a crime he committed 
against you. 

We are now a nation of furious people. 
We have had it up to here and are not 
going to sit still for some high-talking 
analysis of freedom and liberty when it 
seems that the only people enjoying lib- 
erty are the most egregious sinners 
among us. There is a grand American 
tradition of going beyond the law in order 
to achieve a higher good. We've always 
liked the Lone Ranger, Rambo, Robin 
Hood, the Incredible Hulk—paramilitary, 
extra-legal heroes of the dark side living 
in a no-man's-land between skirmish 
lines. It is no coincidence that fashion has 
taken us into the realm of paramilitary 
gear. From infants to high-fashion models, 
we are wearing fatigues, camouflage 
battle gear, cartridge belts, and military 
patches that say “Blue Light” and “Top 
Gun.” The Guardian Angels are as suc- 
cessful as they are precisely because 
they capture that peculiar American spirit. 
They are the baddest of street gangs, but 
paradoxically, they are working for the 
greater good. They are kids who become 
super-heroes when they put on that red 
beret. 

Our overt symbols of aggression can- 
not simply be dismissed as a passing, 
accidental fad. They are expressions of 
our deepest (perhaps unconscious) feel- 
ings. And our feelings are rage at being 
violated for too many years. We are ready 
to strike back. Our mood of xenophobic 
hostility can be seen everywhere in the 
culture today, from bumper stickers that 
say “If You Don't Like My Driving, Get Off 
the Sidewalk,” to states that would like to 
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become state-nations (“Don’t Mess With 
Texas,” “Live Free or Die”). But our cur- 
rent state of impudent fury goes beyond 
the traditional fascination with the outlaw 
hero. Rudeness is the social norm in 
America today. Nobody wants to be the 
good guy anymore, because nice guys 
finish last. If style could translate into 
votes, we'd all drop the big one now. 
The widespread popularity of ad-lib 
justice is like a revolution in miniature. It 
overthrows the elected government, if 
only for a wild and steamy evening. And 
as we know from our Latin neighbors to 


the south, all revolutions, even the ones. 


we foment through our C.|.A., carry cer- 
tain risks. It's like using dynamite to move 
mountains: You never know where the 
rocks are going to land. 

“The surge of community activism on 
drugs is both a sign of hope and of dan- 
ger," said a spokesman for the Drug En- 
forcement Administration. The dangers 
are both theoretical and practical. In 
Miami in the first part of 1988, vigilantes 
burned down numerous houses—some- 
times two or three in a single night—in a 
misguided effort to rid their neighbor- 
hoods of drug dealers. But firemen were 
injured and whole blocks where ordinary 
people lived were endangered. Vigi- 
lantes in Opa-Locka, outside Miami, killed 
two people in their zeal to banish drug 
dealers. Violent mobs have made ven- 
turing into Brooklyn’s Williamsburg 
neighborhood unsafe for anyone who is 
not a member of the close-knit Hasidic 
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Jewish community, which by all accounts 
has become one of the most highly or- 
ganized and vicious extra-legal vigilante 
groups in the country. The Hasidics are 
especially prone to attacking blacks, one 
of whom they beat so badly that he lay in 
a coma months after his encounter with 
vigilante justice. In Central Islip, Long Is- 
land, a man fired a shotgun into a crowd 
because he thought drug dealing was 
going on. In East Harlem, a man was 
beaten to death by a vigilante mob. They 
said he stole $20. 

Philosophically and under the law, vigi- 
lantism in its strictest sense falls into the 
same general category as self-defense. 
In both cases, a normally law-abiding cit- 
izen is faced with a situation of dire stress 
or distress, of danger, personal or oth- 
erwise, and is pushed beyond the nor- 
mal bounds of accepted behavior. At that 
point he says, “There’s something more 
important going on, and | have to take 
emergency action regardless of the con- 
sequences.” And so, if the case of Pepito 
were isolated, it would be justified. If a 
bear escapes from the zoo and goes 
roaming through the town, eating chil- 
dren, it is only right and proper for the 
townspeople to come out and shoot it. 

Defense lawyer William Kunstler de- 
scribes it this way: “It's a fundamental 
urge of human nature. When the author- 
ities will not assist, when somebody or 
something is a danger to your community 
or to individuals or to you, you can meet 
the danger yourself as you would have 
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before there was law and order in the 
world. Most people will not have the cour- 
age to do it. When you get to deadly 
physical force, most people are rather re- 
luctant to do it.” 

That reluctance seems to be fading as 
traditional authorities lose control of the 
nation's urban areas. Kunstler was sitting 
on an old green-velvet couch in his clut- 
tered, book-lined Gay Street office in 
Manhattan, behind barred windows. On 
the fireplace mantel there was a small 
stuffed bear with a message hanging 
around its neck. It said, “As long as Ire- 
land is unfree, the only honorable attitude 
for Irish men and Irish women is an atti- 
tude of revolt.” Which pretty much sums 
up the attitude of urban Americans these 
days. The questions we must ask our- 
selves are these: Against whom are we 
revolting? Is our public expression of an- 
ger and frustration more in the nature of 
revenge than public justice? Will there be 
anything left of American democracy 
when we're finished? 

“What you're getting back to is the same 
as medieval city-states armed against the 
barbarians,” says Kunstler. “You've cre- 
ated political divisions which protect 
themselves with armed men. We're get- 
ting back to city-states at every level. As 
I'm talking to you, I'm looking at the bars 
on my window and the gates we have to 
lock. But this is general everywhere in 
metropolitan areas, where you have 14 
locks on the door and people are buying 
illegal arms and learning how to protect 


themselves through karate, taking shoot- 
ing lessons, learning how to ‘walk offen- 
sively.’ In other words, both the individual 
and the sub-divisions of society are trying 
their best to survive, and they're doing it 
in a hundred different ways.” 

In another part of town—the heart of 
midtown—Thomas Reppetto, head of 
New York’s Citizens’ Crime Commission, 
agrees that angry people are rising up. 
A former Chicago cop, Reppetto climbed 
through the ranks and then went on to 
get a Ph.D. at Harvard and write a history 
of American police. Thoughtful and dif- 
fident, studious and tough, he is in a per- 
fect position to observe the current epi- 
demic of vigilantism, which he sees as 
the backlash to a 
crime wave that's 
been building to 
tidal-wave pro- 
portions in Amer- 
ica since the 
1940s. “Crime in 
America,” Rep- 
petto says, “has 
turned around 
from something 
that you read 
about in the news- 
papers to some- 
thing that hap- 
pens to you. When 
little kids are get- 
ting hit by stray 
bullets, people are 
not going to put up 
with it. I've always 
thought of vigilan- 
tism, in the final 
analysis, as the 
failure of the offi- 
cial system. Four 
or five centuries 
ago, crime and 
vengeance was 
the norm. If you 
were wronged, it 
was your job, not 
the state's, to get 
revenge. But in a 
modern urban so- 
ciety, you can’t 
have all this sword 
fighting in the 
streets and pri- 
vate vengeance. These things have to be 
done by government. And so we in the 
Western world have settled on the prin- 
ciple that government will largely enforce 
the law. And now that’s beginning to break 
down. There's a very good play about all 
this. Unfortunately, a love story gets into 
the center of it. It’s called Romeo and 
Juliet.” 

It is telling that Reppetto chooses the 
words revenge and vengeance, instead 
of the more current term, “correction,” 
used by the traditional police powers. 
Though our laws pretend not to be about 
vengeance anymore, revenge is what 
people want in the first place. They want 
it even more passionately when they see 
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that the fantasy notions of justice that we 
are fed through the courts are not work- 
ing to stop crime. And past a certain point, 
beyond a threshold of frustration, the 
people want revenge so badly that they 
are willing to break the law to get it. At 
that point the “good people” have lost 
respect for the criminal justice system. 
And when the people lose respect for it, 
it simply ceases to exist. We find our- 
selves, willy-nilly—like it or not—in a state 
of revolution. 

In fact, confusion arises from the very 
use of the word vigilante. It means “vigi- 
lance” or “watchfulness,” and that would 
seem like a good thing. Watching out for 
one’s neighbors. Mutual support. But 
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some fine distinctions need to be made. 
Vigilante action typically means action by 
a group. The group is ad hoc, and it works 
by consent. It forms and disappears so 
that it is not answerable, and it takes over 
the judicial, legislative, and executive 
powers of government—making the law, 
catching the suspect, convicting and 
sentencing him, and then executing the 
sentence, all in a day’s work. No sepa- 
ration of powers. That is precisely what 
the Founding Fathers sought to protect 
against with a system of checks and bal- 
ances to give protection to all. 

And yet whether we're seeing true vigi- 
lantism or not is besides the main point 
that people are rising up in ones and twos 
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and in groups, and what they want is not 
justice but revenge. Bernhard Goetz was 
an avenger. The shift is not from public 
to private justice, but from a criminal jus- 
tice system to the ancient practice of re- 
venge. Justice is a legal concept; re- 
venge is a religious concept. So it is no 
wonder that religion is at the heart of the 
present movement to public vengeance. 
Most people see this trend as a good 
thing, possibly because they mistakenly 
think it is simply justice in another form: 
If the police can’t take care of all this 
crime, we will. But it raises serious ques- 
tions about the fundamental nature of our 
society. Can freedom and liberty survive 
in a climate of biblical revenge? What 
happens to the 
checks and _ bal- 
ances that pre- 
vent abuses of 
power when 
power is trans- 
ferred, ad hoc, to 
an untrained and 
untutored mob? 
Will that mob hold 
elections? Or will 
there be a per- 
emptory ruling 
body composed 
of the winners of 
the street war? 
(That is how the 
gang wars in the 
big cities work, 
and how the Mafia 
has traditionally 
selected its lead- 
ership.) Have 
things gotten so 
bad that it’s time 
to admit that the 
American experi- 
ment has been a 
dismal failure 
these past 200 
years, and we 
have to return to a 
more imperial 
style of justice 
where restricted 
freedom is the ac- 
cepted norm? 
Kansas City is a 
metropolis that is 
neither a hick town nor a crime capital. It 
is Middle America, both culturally and 
geographically. And yet it has one of the 
most active vigilante groups in the nation, 
the Ad Hoc Group Against Crime, which 
has fanned out and formed a liaison with 
police that is unlike any other. It is, in ef- 
fect, the intelligence arm of the Kansas 
City police force. It doesn’t show up in 
the city budget and is answerable to no 
one. The local papers praise its actions; 
the people rally and march in support of 
the group. When Ad Hoc points a finger 
at a residence and says “This is a crack 
house,” and organizes marches to picket 
the identified house, the town rises up 
against that place. The occupants of the 
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house are not tarred and feathered and 
run out of town on a rail—not yet. 

Making the whole situation even more 
frightening to anyone who has a passing 
acquaintance with the concepts ex- 
pressed in the U.S. Constitution (and es- 
pecially its amendments), the local re- 
porters fall in line with the vigilantes, 
bringing in a conviction based on the 
committee’s guesswork. On January 20, 
1989, Ad Hoc got 250 people to march 
on a modest house at 3038 Wabash Av- 
enue, and the next day reporters wrote, 
“But just because a suspected crack 
house has taken root in this otherwise tidy 
neighborhood, that doesn’t mean that it’s 
a bad area, residents said. It’s a stable 
community that prides itself on watching 
out for its own.” Notice the careful word- 
ing: “suspected crack house.” But it is 
an “otherwise tidy neighborhood.” 
Someone at the newspaper understood, 
if only vaguely, that he was doing wrong, 
and was trying to cover his tracks. But 
the citizens were justifiably afraid. They 
needed to do something. Like so many 
other vigilante cases, their questionable 
activities evolved after police had at- 
tempted to arrest drug dealers in the area 
but could not make a case. “What con- 
cerns me is the procedures,” said a 
neighborhood resident. “Why can't they 
do any more about it?” The answer is 
found in the lessons learned in most fifth- 
grade civics classes: They can't do more 
about it because this is America, and we 
are all presumed innocent until proven 
guilty. And if we put away the proce- 
dures, we take a tiny step toward becom- 
ing a police state, which is what we were 
when the American Revolution took place 
to overthrow that police state. 

Procedures—which some call checks 
and balances—are becoming a thing of 
the past. Although they are the founda- 
tion of civil liberties in this country—the 
basis upon which democracy was 
founded and the only assurance of its 
continued existence—more and more 
people are calling for doing away with 
procedures in favor of quick and ready 
justice—a rope, if that's what it takes. 

The Kansas City police like the Ad Hoc 
Group. “They are our eyes and ears,” a 
high-ranking police official told me. 

| was riding shotgun with a police pa- 
trol in Kansas City one rainy afternoon, 
and as we passed up and down the hills, 
through poor and then poorer neighbor- 
hoods with starved trees and starving 
dogs and falling-down shingles, the po- 
lice officer pointed out what he called 
crack houses. A typed list of addresses 
lay on the seat between us. 

“How do you know these are crack 
houses?” | asked. 

“People tell us,” he said. 

It sounded so simple. If there’s anyone 
you don't like, just tell the police they're 
running a crack house. In the fifties it was 
Communism. In the thirties it was being 
Jewish. In Revolutionary times it was: Tell 
the British there's sedition in that home. 
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| asked, “Why don't we go into one of 
these crack houses?” 

He said “sure,” and we called for 
backup and went right in. It was so easy, 
like being storm troopers. There we were, 
in some lady's living room, with her chil- 
dren churning around the worn rug un- 
der our feet and her cousin sitting in a 
wheelchair, holding an infant and watch- 
ing “General Hospital.” In the kitchen, on 
the tiny, dented stove, chicken was deep- 
frying in a flimsy aluminum saucepan; the 
house was filled with the smell of cook- 
ing. Armies of roaches swept back and 
forth across the yellow walls under a bare 
yellow bulb, and the children screamed 
and played up and down the narrow 
stairs. 

The lady said she paid $52 a month 
rent. | couldn't help wondering where all 
her cocaine profits were going if she lived 
like this. | suppose she could have a Swiss 
bank account. We left after giving her a 
stern lecture not to sell any crack. 
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Crime in America has 
turned around from something 
that you read 
about in the newspapers to 
something that happens 
to you. When little kids get hit 
by stray bullets, 
people aren't going to put 
up with it. 
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Later, out on the street, the officer 
pointed out another crack house. Two 
men were coming out. | asked him if he 
thought the men were buying crack there. 
“We'll see,” he said, and stopped his car 
in front of them, cutting them off as they 
came down the stairs. “Get your hands 
on the car,” he ordered, and the two men 
rolled their eyes heavenward, as if to say, 
Oh, man, who is this rube? 

As the officer emptied their pockets, 
he fired off questions: “Are you carrying 
any drugs? What were you doing in the 
house? Where do you live? Where do you 
work? Do you use drugs? Have you ever 
bought drugs there before?” The two cit- 
izens answered patiently, aware that they 
were in danger as the officer performed 
actions specifically prohibited by the 
Fourth Amendment of the U.S. Constitu- 
tion, which states, “The right of the peo- 
ple to be secure in their persons, houses, 
papers, and effects, against unreason- 
able searches and seizures, shall not be 
violated, and no warrants shall issue, but 
upon probable cause, supported by oath 
or affirmation [emphasis added], and 
particularly describing the place to be 
searched, and the persons or things to 


be seized.” The authors were attempting 
to eliminate even the appearance of a 
police state. We, on the other hand, were 
in the process of reinventing the police 
state with our list of “houses of sedition” 
and our unwarranted searches. And that 
is the real danger of vigilante justice: It 
undermines democracy and erodes 
freedom. 

Most people have no idea what a po- 
lice state is, so it is difficult to inspire in 
them the cold chill that even the hint of a 
police state ought to send rushing up the 
spine of anyone who values freedom. A 
friend of mine went to Yugoslavia for a 
year. He was a guest of the government 
there, a noted professor and a valued 
teacher. After he and his wife had been 
living for a few months in the comfortable 
house provided by the government, they 
noticed that every time they made a 
comment—for example, “Oh, | wonder if 
we could get that hole in the fence 
fixed”—the very next day, someone was 
out attending to it. At first they were 
pleased and thought it was a happy co- 
incidence. Later they understood that 
every word they said was being moni- 
tored. Soon they became nervous and 
self-conscious about what they said. After 
a time, they adjusted to censoring their 
own thoughts, lest they say something out 
of line. By the time they left Yugoslavia, 
they understood a police state very well 
indeed and couldn't wait to get away from 
it. The police state means an end to pri- 
vacy. It means that what you do in your 
bedroom, bathroom, basement, and 
even in your heart is fair game for police 
scrutiny. 

We have not reached police-state con- 
ditions in America, far from it. But edging 
close to it, even by a small amount, is 
cause for alarm. It's like edging close to 
smallpox. Once it catches on, there’s no 
stopping it. George Orwell put it this way 
in Nineteen Eighty-Four: “The family had 
become in effect an extension of the 
Thought Police. It was a device by means 
of which everyone could be surrounded 
night and day by informers who knew him 
intimately.” The same could be said of 
Kansas City’s Ad Hoc Group Against 
Crime and all such sources of volunteer 
police intelligence. Our mass hysteria 
over drugs is like Orwell's vision of thought 
control: “It was not merely that the sex 
instinct created a world of its own which 
was outside the Party's control and which 
therefore had to be destroyed if possible. 
What was more important was that sex- 
ual privation induced hysteria, which was 
desirable because it could be trans- 
formed into war fever and leader wor- 
ship.” 

And, of course, it is precisely those 
people who are most naive about the 
dangers of their actions who are also most 
likely to participate willingly in the most 
dangerous actions, like children re- 
cruited into war. Orwell again: 

“In a way, the world-view of the Party 
imposed itself most successfully on peo- 
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ple incapable of understanding it. They 
could be made to accept the most fla- 
grant violations of reality, because they 
never fully grasped the enormity of what 
was demanded of them, and were not 
sufficiently interested in public events to 
notice what was happening. By lack of 
understanding they remained sane. They 
simply swallowed everything, and what 
they swallowed did them no harm, be- 
cause it left no residue behind, just as a 
grain of corn will pass undigested through 
the body of a bird.” 

In other words, while vigilantes and 
pseudo-vigilantes think they are taking 
matters into their own hands—while they 
imagine that they are single-handedly 
righting the wrongs they feel have been 
done against them—they are unwittingly 
undermining their own freedom. 

Many observers of this grass-roots 
movement believe that, in terms of where 
the nation is going, you ain't seen nothing 
yet. The current rage of wild justice, vigi- 
lantism, and public revenge—fueled by 
popular fear of crime and misconcep- 
tions about the dangers of addictive dis- 
ease—is apt to do a lot more damage 
before it goes away. 

The San Francisco Herald editorial- 
ized in 1851, “Whenever the law be- 
comes an empty name, has not the citi- 
zen the right to supply its deficiencies?” 
Riots and near martial law resulted. And 
as Robert Trojanowicz, director of the 
School of Criminal Justice at Michigan 
State University, wrote, “Early framers of 
the Constitution argued that periodic rev- 
olution was necessary to overthrow gov- 
ernment tyranny. Part ‘of the American 
psyche embraces the idea that when 
something fails to work properly, revolu- 
tion is as valid a response as reform.” 

Or is it? What about the homegrown 
response of inner-city blacks in the six- 
ties? Riot police came out and put down 
those uprisings. Some cry to tear it all up, 
while others cry to burn it all down. The 
crime problem in the South Bronx has in 
part been solved because the South 
Bronx has all but disappeared from the 
face of the earth. Fort Apache is now 
called Little House on the Prairie; the 
neighborhood of rather large buildings 
has been flattened. Is that where the 
burners of crack houses are taking their 
neighborhoods? 

In other words, when people rise up 
and take matters into their own hands, it 
doesn't increase justice, nor does it tend 
to right wrongs. It only exaggerates a bad 
situation. The genuine problems lie 
deeper and must be dealt with on a 
deeper level. Vigilantism, rioting in the 
streets, ad hoc revolutions—all these are 
superficial responses that can only lead 
to oppression. 

Some would have chaos instead. At- 
torney Barry Slotnick, who represented 
Bernhard Goetz, believes everyone 
should get a gun and take care of busi- 
ness himself. “Unfortunately the police 
just don’t have the resources or the man- 
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power to protect us all,” he said, “and as 
a result of that we have to resort to self- 
help, or we're going to be under house 
arrest. We'll be prisoners. And one thing 
| have proposed is that qualified cab 
drivers in the city of New York and every 
major city be allowed to carry a gun. What 
does that mean? It means now that a cab 
will be a secondary police force. We don't 
have enough police. It’s not their fault.” 
Would you like your average New York 
City cab driver to make a fine distinction 
for you about what constitutes illegal 
search and seizure, or probable cause, 
or a reasonable use of force? | don’t even 
like policemen to do that, but at least 
they're trained for it. 

In another case, Slotnick represented 
pro bono East Harlem vigilantes who were 
accused of beating a young man to death 
for stealing $20. He had the charges dis- 
missed and claims that the group did not 
assault the man—“They grabbed him and 
took him to the hospital, where he died,” 
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One day we may 
pretend we are the police 
force; the next day 
we may be its victims. There 
is no freedom in an 
armed camp under siege. ... 
Everyone is a prisoner. 
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Slotnick said with a smirk. “They were just 
doing their duty as citizens.” 

According to Slotnick, “People in this 
country are sick and tired of being mo- 
lested and abused. And it’s time that we 
took back possession of what's rightfully 
ours. And the vermin and predators that 
walk around preying on senior citizens 
and helpless people ... they must be 
taken care of. And if it's called vigilan- 
tism, then that’s the name of the game. 
Bernie Goetz wasn’t far wrong. | think 
Bernhard Goetz is a symbol of society's 
right to fight back.” 

William Kunstler, on the other hand, 
says, “Goetz was called a vigilante, but 
| thought the situation in his case was so 
unfraught with danger that it was a trav- 
esty of justice. | think that he was just a 
nut—an emotionally disturbed person 
who hated blacks.” Kunstler’s law firm 
represents one of the men Goetz shot with 
a handgun in a New York subway. “But 
still there is a legitimate point at which 
the public can take things into its own 
hands, and that’s always got to be an es- 
cape hatch in organized society—when 
the authorities aren't going to do it, and 
it’s a real threat. The only criterion has to 


be amoral one. The threat has to be real, 
and the force used must be necessary.” 

Certainly one good reason that we 
should work for justice for ail is that those 
among us who do not get justice will cre- 
ate their own, even if we don't like them 
very much as people. That's the “all men 
are created equal” part of the Declara- 
tion of Independence, which, though it 
has no legal status, ought to at least re- 
tain some sentimental value for those of 
us who cherish liberty. 

The irregulars Alexander Hamilton 
wrote of in The Federalist were vigilantes 
such as those we see on our streets to- 
day. And he understood clearly why they 
were a danger fo ail, not just to the poor 
unfortunates who fall into their hands. 
“Safety from external danger is the most 
powerful director of national conduct,” 
Hamilton wrote. “Even the ardent love of 
liberty will, after a time, give way to its 
dictates.... To be more safe, they at 
length become willing to run the risk of 
being less free.” This means that when 
we get scared (of crime, dope, Commu- 
nists), we are far too quick to say, Do any- 
thing you please, but take care of me. 

We have to be brave to be free. Liberty 
is not for the faint of heart. People get 
away with more in a society that is 
founded on personal liberty—that's part 
of the price of freedom. That doesn't mean 
that we should sit back and accept all 
crime as inevitable, but it does mean we 
ought to be careful how much power we 
give to our police. We ought to consider 
the root cause of crime in our society. 
And we ought to look at so-called vigi- 
lante actions as the acts of people who 
are outraged and seeking revenge, 
seeking to vent their frustrations. 

Is our whole society suffering from a 
malignancy? Sometimes it seems that the 
whole system goes topsy-turvy as Citi- 
zens find themselves in a position of hav- 
ing to defend themselves against the de- 
fenders. “We serve and protect,” says the 
Chicago Police Department slogan. But 
those same Chicago police formed a 
death squad to execute Fred Hampton 
and Mark Clark one day back in the late 
sixties—a celebrated case. That's no dif- 
ferent from El Salvador’s National Guard. 
That is one of the trappings of a police 
state: impromptu executions. 

In 1986 Dallas police shot 29 citizens 
during the course of arrests and investi- 
gations. The Dallas police became so 
trigger-happy when it came to using cit- 
izens for target practice that a congres- 
sional investigation was launched. Inter- 
estingly, the police chief did not get up 
in front of the assemblage and say, “My 
God, this is terrible.” He denied that there 
was anything amiss. 

Similarly, New York police have been 
known to form “death squads’ when their 
interests were threatened. 

“White communities look upon the po- 
lice as servants,” William Kunstler says. 
“In the ghetto there's a different attitude. 
They're looked upon as an occupying 


army. And | think that's what won the case 
for us in the Bronx.” Kunstler was refer- 
ring to his defense of Larry Davis, not a 
particularly savory character. Kunstler 
evidently convinced the jury that Davis 
knew the police there were dealing drugs, 
and he was going to blow their operation. 
The police formed a death squad to ex- 
ecute Davis. But when they came for him, 
Davis fired back, wounding six police of- 
ficers while making his escape. For sev- 
eral days, Davis was the object of-one of 
the biggest manhunts in New York City 
history. 

Kunstler says the people in the ghetto 
“understood the police very well. They 
understood what their real role was, and 
they were condi- 
tioned to believe 
that it's possible 
for police to go out 
and try to kill 
somebody _ille- 
gally. Most of the 
white jurors we 
asked said they 
didn't believe that 
the police would 
ever do that or 
even run a drug 
ring. And the 77th 
Precinct was run- 
ning a drug ring in 
Brooklyn. You 
have some po- 
licemen in jail for 
that now. It's so 
easy for the po- 
lice—who's going 
to believe the drug 
dealer over the 
policeman?” The 
jury acquitted 
Larry Davis be- 
cause (as they 
saw it) he was 
doing nothing 
more than pro- 
tecting himself 
against a lynch 
mob. In other 
words, against 
some twisted form 
of vigilante jus- 
tice. That particu- 
lar form of vigi- 
lante justice is called a police state. 

Pepito's case is wrong, because it is 
the first step toward the breakdown of the 
system of checks and balances that 
keeps the rest of us safe. There is an old 
saying: Two wrongs don’t make a right. 
As outrageous and inexcusable as Pe- 
pito's actions were, lynching him did not 
make it right. Lynching him eroded, ever 
so slightly, the freedoms of that commu- 
nity, and signaled the police that the rules 
were suspended. Everyone was put on 
notice: We're just pretending. We don't 
really have to watch ourselves. We have 
unlimited power if we need it. And of 
course, as history shows us, unlimited 
power always corrupts. 
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The popular movement that some call 
vigilantism may come in many forms, but 
its meaning is always the same: suspen- 
sion of the normal rules, a deviation from 
conventional law and order. It is, in other 
words, a precursor to a breakdown of the 
bonds of society, a partial dissolving of 
the walls of civilization. It is a step—albeit 
a tiny one—backward to barbarism. 

Thomas Reppetto of New York's Citi- 
zens’ Crime Commission says, “If they 
don't get the violence under control in the 
streets of New York, you'll get the military. 
Now whether that will help . . . | doubt it. 
But that’s what you'll get.” As he was 
speaking, Washington, D.C., was seri- 
ously considering bringing in the Na- 
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tional Guard to help staunch the flow of 
blood in the streets from a 1988 murder 
rate that made New York City look like 
Missoula, Montana. 

Some people caught in the heat of a 
vigilante battle may say that this wild style 
of justice makes them more, not less, free. 
“To hell with the rest of the country,” they 
say. “Get those criminals off of my street 
by any means necessary, and my family 
will be more free in my neighborhood.” 
But they may not be seeing the whole 
picture. That attitude is akin to killing the 
bearer of bad news. A larger problem ex- 
ists behind the immediate problem of 
street crime—it's a problem with our so- 
ciety. A deep secret is about to come out 
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if we are not careful. And the secret is 
this: People have to want to obey laws in 
order for the laws to work. Enforcement 
is a myth. Law and order in any society 
is an illusion created by the collective will 
of the people to create and maintain a 
state of peace among themselves. It is 
true now, and it has always been true in 
every society, that adherence to rules is 
a voluntary matter. Even in Iran, once un- 
der the iron fist of the Shah, in a society 
of harsh penalties and inflexible rules, 
when the people had had enough, they 
simply rose up and shrugged off the un- 
wanted burden. And not even the finest 
machine guns the United States could 
buy for the Shah, nor the best-equipped 
standing army in 
the Middle East, 
could stop the 
throngs of peo- 
ple—they simply 
kept coming, 
through a hail of 
bullets and tear 
gas, until the Shah 
fled. 

No, enforce- 
ment is a myth. 
And until people 
address the un- 
derlying problem 
of why we 
stopped wanting 
to obey our own 
laws, no amount of 
vigilantism — will 
bring America 
back on pitch 
again. 

Lest we miss the 
point, let me reit- 
erate clearly why 
we should be 
afraid of vigilante 
justice: In a situa- 
tion where ordi- 
nary justice 
breaks down, we 
are encouraged to 
accept social 
controls that we 
should not be ac- 
cepting. As we 
gradually give way 
to living ina police 
state of our own creation, we-are lulled 
into a sense that we are protected, while 
in fact, we become the victims of our own 
device. One day we may pretend we are 
the police force; the next day we may be 
its victims. There is no freedom in an 
armed camp under siege. Where military 
rule reigns, everyone is a prisoner. That, 
of course, is the central problem with the 
so-called war on drugs. War is the end 
of freedom. And so, looking back on the 
ruins of our experiment with democracy, 
we may find ourselves in the same po- 
sition of unintended irony that was ex- 
pressed by the American in Vietnam who 
said, “We had to destroy this village to 
save it.”"Ot-g 
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of his misery. Finish him off!” 

She deliberately made her voice harsh. 
“Because you act like a boy and | need 
aman. Because you've never done any- 
thing with a sword except play at war, 
and you have to start somewhere. What's 
the matter with you? What are you afraid 
of? He's dying anyway. Use your sword. 
Get some practice. Kill him!” 

Richard held his sword in both hands 
and looked uncertain. “How?” 

The man screamed again. 

Aliena yelled at Richard, “! don’t know 
how! Cut off his 
head, or stab him 
in the heart! Any- 
thing! Just shut 
him up!” 

Richard raised 
his sword again. 
Then, incredibly, 
the dying man 
stopped scream- 
ing and tried to get 
up. He rolled to 
one side and 
raised himself on 
one elbow. Rich- 
ard gave a shout 
that was half a yell 
of fear and half a 
battle cry, and 
brought his sword 
down hard on the 
man’s exposed 
neck. The weapon 
was heavy and the 
blade sharp, and 
the blow sliced 
more than halfway 
through the fat 
neck. Blood 
spurted like a 
fountain and the 
head leaned gro- 
tesquely to one 
side. The body 
slumped to the 
earth. 

Aliena and 
Richard stared at 
it. Steam rose from 
the hot blood in the winter air. They were 
both stunned by what they had done. 
Suddenly Aliena wanted to get away from 
there. She started to run. Richard fol- 
lowed. 

She stopped when she could run no 
more, and that was when she realized 
she was sobbing. She walked on slowly, 
no longer caring if he saw her in tears. 
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Aliena began to feel hopeful again as she 
walked through the West Gate to Win- 
chester High Street at nightfall. She re- 
membered going down this street with 
her father only a year or so ago. They had 
been on horseback, naturally; he on a 
highly strung chestnut courser and she 


on a beautiful gray palfrey. People made 
way for them as they rode through the 
broad streets. They owned a house in the 
south of the city, and when they arrived 
they were welcomed by eight or ten ser- 
vants. The house had been cleaned, there 
was fresh straw on the floor, and all the 
fires were lit. During their stay Aliena had 
worn beautiful clothes every day: fine 
linen, silk, and soft wool, all dyed gor- 
geous colors; boots and belts of calf 
leather; and jeweled brooches and 
bracelets. It had been her job to make 
sure there was always a welcome for 
anyone who came to see the earl: meat 
and wine for the wealthy, bread and ale 
for the poorer sort, a smile and a place 
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by the fire for either. 

Everyone respected her father, and the 
very highest had called on him: the 
bishop, the prior, the sheriff, the royal 
chancellor, and the barons at the court. 
She wondered how many of those peo- 
ple would recognize her now, walking 
barefoot through the mud and filth of that 
same High Street. The thought did not 
dampen her optimism. The important 
thing was that she no longer felt like a 
victim. She was back in a world where 
there were rules and laws, and she had 
a chance to regain control of her life. 

They walked past their house. It was 
empty and locked up: The Hamleighs had 
not yet taken it over. For amoment Aliena 


was tempted to try to get in. “It’s my 
house!” she thought. But it was not, of 
course. She waiked on determinedly to 
the palace. 

There was a burly guard with a gray 
beard standing at the foot of the keep 
steps. Aliena made to walk past him, but 
the guard lowered his spear across her 
path. She looked at him imperiously and 
said: “Yes?” 

“And where do you think you're going, 
my girl?” said the guard. 

Aliena saw, with a sinking feeling, that 
he was the type of person who liked being 
a guard because it gave him the chance 
to stop people going where they wanted 
to go. “We're here to petition the king,” 
she said frostily. 
“Now let us pass. 
| am the daughter 
of the Earl of Shir- 
ing, and my 
brother is his son, 
so let us pass, or 
you'll end up rot- 


ting in a dun- 
geon.” 
The guard 


looked a little less 
bumptious, but he 
said smugly, “You 
can't petition the 
king, because 
he's not here. He’s 
at Westminster, as 
you ought to know 
if you are who you 
say you are.” 

Aliena was 
thunderstruck. 
“But why has he 
gone to West- 
minster? He 
should be here for 
Easter!” 

The guard real- 
ized she was nota 
street = urchin. 
“Easter court is at 
Westminster. It 
seems he's not 
going to do every- 
thing exactly the 
way the old king 
did, and why 
shouldn't he?” 

He was right, of course, but the idea 
that a new king would follow a different 
timetable had never occurred to Aliena, 
who was too young to remember when 
Henry had been the new king. Despair 
washed over her. She had thought she 
knew what to do, and she had been so 
wrong. She felt like giving up. 

She shook her head to dispel her sense 
of gloom. This was a setback, not a de- 
feat. Appealing to the king was not the 
only way to take care of her brother and 
herself. She had come to Winchester with 
two purposes, and the second was to find 
out about her father. He would know what 
she should do next. 

“Who is here, then?” she said to the 
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FICTION 


The Lieutenant shivered 
with hate and fear and disgust. 
He knew he'd never forget 
Strosher and he'd never forget that 
he had caused his death. 


BY LUCIAN K. TRUSCOTT IV 


Lieutenant Matthew Nelson Blue IV sat 
on the aluminum side bench inside his 
track typing on the Olivetti his mother had 
qiven him to write letters home, which 
rested on a stack of sandbags across from 
him. He typed automatically, half-dead 
with fatigue from being awake all night on 
patrol, half-alive from the adrenaline that 
poured through him like hot sauce, spik- 
ing his emotions, zeroing him out, focus- 
ing every cell in his body on the task at 
hand. He licked his lips. They were dry 
and cracked, and his mouth felt like hot 
wind was blowing across sand on his 
tongue. Sweat poured off his brow into 
his eyes. He blinked in the dim light inside 
the track. He couldn't see the paper in the 
typewriter, so he followed a form in his 
_ head.like it was a path through the mad- 
ness. 

Subject. To. Thru. Paragraph one. 
Paragraph two. Paragraph three . . . 

And in there, too, he could hear the echo 
of his father’s voice, softly chanting .. . 

Just tell the truth, son. Just tell the truth, 
son. Just tell the truth, son. 


Okay, Dad... 

The Lieutenant was angry and afraid. 
He'd lost a man to friendly fire, and it was 
his fault. If he hadn't stepped from the 
wood line and hailed the men loading the 
plane... 

[| Sel) Peprere| ee 

If he could just get through this report, 
somehow things would be different. 
Somehow he'd understand. Somehow 
he'd make them understand. . . . 

The men could hear the click-click-click 
of the Olivetti through the open ramp of 
the track as they sat around on ammu- 
nition crates and C-ration boxes, shov- 
eling in cold breakfast C's. They were still 
dug in where they'd been the night be- 
fore, in a perimeter some six Kliks south 
of the Battalion night logger. 

They were still in Laos. 


SUBJECT: Casualty Due to Friendly Fire 
To: Lt. Col. Henson W. Halleck, Bn C.O. 
Thru: Capt. Henry G. Gardner, Co C.O. 
1, The Weapons Platoon suffered a KIA 

due to friendly fire last night, 24 Oct 1969, 


PAINTING BY MARVIN MATTELSON 
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at approximately: 0200 hrs. 

2. The dead man is Cpl. Lester G. 
Strosher, Serial # 865-09-3466, U.S. Army 
Reserves. 

3. The circumstances surrounding the 
casualty due to friendly fire are as fol- 
lows: 

At approx. 0100 hrs. | was contacted 
on the company net by Rattail Six, Capt. 
Gardner, and ordered to send out an am- 
bush patrol approx. 2,000 meters NW of 
my pit. position at Grid Coordinates 
77560834 on Bn Sector Map 24-Lima. | 
immediately organized a six-man am- 
bush patrol with myself commanding. We 
left the wire at 0125 hrs. and headed NW 
for approx. % hr. Approx. 1,500 meters 
out, near trail intersection in the approx. 
area of the intended ambush, | halted the 
patrol. At that time, my patrol point man 
reported the sighting of something sus- 
picious about 150 meters ahead. | joined 
the point man and using my binoculars 
determined that a crude grass airstrip had 
been fashioned in a clearing in the trees, 
and what looked to be an unmarked DC- 
3 was being loaded at the far end of the 
field. Approx. 15 men were loading and 
guarding the DC-3. Because | did not at 
that time know the status, friendly or un- 
friendly, of those loading and guarding 
the DC-3, | ordered the patrol forward 
along the wood line next to the grass air- 
strip. 

When the patrol was opposite the DC- 
3, again using binoculars, | determined 
that those doing both the loading and 
guarding of the DC-3 were American 
male civilians dressed in what looked to 
be blue jeans and camouflage T-shirts. 
The guards were armed with weapons 
appearing to be Kalashnikov assault ri- 
fles. We could hear the guards closest to 
us conversing in English. At this time, | 
attempted to contact Rattail Six on the 
company net, but due to a malfunction of 
the PRC-25 or the distance of our posi- 
tion from Rattail Six’s location, | was un- 
able to raise him on the radio. Because 
the civilians were clearly American, | 
stepped out of the wood line and at- 
tempted to contact the civilians verbally. 
The moment | called out to them, the 
guards turned their weapons and laid 
down intense fire on our position. Cpl. 
Strosher was hit in the stomach by this 
fire and died shortly thereafter. 

| dropped back into the wood line and 
ordered the patrol to return fire. There then 
ensued a firefight lasting approx. three 
minutes. During this time, the civilians 
completed loading the DC-3 and the air- 
plane took off. Once the DC-3 was gone, 
the remaining guards retreated into the 
wood line on the far side of the grass 
strip, and | gave the order to cease fire. 

4. Because the wound suffered by Cpl. 
Strosher had killed him and no one else 
was in need of medical attention, and be- 
cause | had no way of knowing the inten- 
tions or the whereabouts of the American 
civilians who fired on the patrol, | de- 
cided against attempting to return to the 
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Platoon. night-defensive perimeter and 
risking running into the American civil- 
ians with whom we had a firefight. | con- 
tinued the patrol and established a patrol 
ambush at Grid Coordinates 76420941, 
Bn Sector Map 24-Lima. There was no 
further contact with either NVA regulars 
or American civilians for the duration of 
the hours of darkness. 

5. Ambush patrol was terminated at 
0515 hrs., and the patrol returned to Pla- 
toon night-defensive perimeter at 0535 
hrs. 

6. The DC-3 observed during last 
night's patrol was unpainted and un- 
marked. The civilians loading the plane 
and guarding it wore no distinguishing 
insignia of unit, rank, or branch of ser- 
vice, though all were dressed similarly in 
a mock uniform of blue jeans and cam- 
ouflage T-shirts. 

7. The packages being loaded into the 
DC-3 were approx. 1 ft. by 2 ft. by 2 ft., 
brown in color, appearing to be burlap- 
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They said at 
West Point that an officer 
shouldn't get “familiar” 
with his troops, but they 
were full of shit, 
and the sad thing was, 
they knew it. 
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wrapped. 

8. Cpl. Strosher was medevaced at 
0545 hrs. and removed to the Battalion 
night-defensive perimeter to graves reg- 
istration. 

9. There was no other loss of Platoon 
manpower or duty hours due to the 
friendly fire taken by the patrol. 

Matthew Nelson Blue IV 
2nd Lt., Inf, USA 
Plt Ldr, Wpns Plt 


The Lieutenant signed the Casualty Re- 
port with a pen his grandfather had given 
him on the day he graduated from West 
Point. He attached a memo cover slip to 
the Casualty Report, shoved both into an 
inter-unit routing envelope, and waited for 
the resupply chopper. 
Thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap the 
resupply chopper’s rotors cut the early 
morning mist ... thwap-thwap-thwap- 
thwap-thwap ... chopping the mist like 
meat ... thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap- 
thwap ... chunk-chunking in over the 
trees .. . shoop-shoop-shoop-shoop- 
shoop ... settling into the red dust... 
shoop-shoop-shoop-shoop-shoop ... 


shutting down the green bird . . . shoop- 
shoop-shoop-shoop-shoop ... the sad, 
sweet song of the air war coming to rest. 

Mallick and Sergeant Davis and a few 
others unloaded boxes of ammunition. 
Woodley picked up some medical sup- 
plies, Dirtball sniffed around looking for 
warm food, Whoopie Cushion was di- 
rectly in front of the chopper with his arms 
out, twirling, twirling in the dust, imitating 
the chopper coming in for a landing. 

The Lieutenant wandered over and 
handed the routing envelope to the pilot, 
instructing him to hand deliver it to Cap- 
tain Gardner when he got back to Bat- 
talion. The pilot, a warrant officer who 
couldn't have been a day over 18, 
screwed his face into a look of Official 
Recognition and bassoed as low as he 
could: 

“Ro-o-o-ge, suh.” He drew out the word 
roge, short for “roger,” like an F-4 pilot 
who had 50 missions too many under his 
belt and a 20-year fondness for cheap 
cigars and John Wayne. The Lieutenant 
looked at the kid and shrugged. 

Whatever. 

He wandered back to his track and lay 
down on his air mattress. Dirtball brought 
him a cup of coffee hot off Sergeant Da- 
vis's breakfast fire. 

“You oughta check on Repatch, ‘fore 
he gits himself into somethin’ he oughtn’ 
to, sir. He’s looking a bit blinky, you ask 
me, Eltee. But then agin, you didn't ask 
MGsse- 

The Lieutenant didn't have to pene- 
trate the grime on Dirtball’s face to see 
concern in his expression. They needed 
Repatch. The platoon needed him. The 
next night patrol needed him. The Lieu- 
tenant needed him. Repatch seemed to 
be able to make akind of awkward sense 
of the war. At times, the Lieutenant thought 
Repatch was all that stood between him- 
self and madness. 

“Where is he?” he asked. 

“Over there, behind his track, sir,” said 
Dirtball. “He ain't lookin’ too good, Eltee. 
| wouldn't be botherin’ you, sir, if'n it wasn't 
that Repatch ... you know, sir...” 

“Yeah, | know,” said the Lieutenant. 

He shuffled through the dust to Re- 
patch’s track and found him standing on 
his head beside the track, his back and 
legs against the outer aluminium wall of 
the track, forearms forming a V with his 
forehead resting between his index fin- 
gers and thumbs, which were joined to- 
gether in a triangle. 

The Lieutenant was so tired he could 
barely move or think. But this was Re- 
patch. He needed Repatch tonight. He 
would need him tomorrow night. He had 
to do something. He tried to think fast, 
but all he could come up with was: 

“Hey, Repatch, what's going on, man?” 

It wasn’t often that he was “familiar” 
with his troops, but this seemed like one 
of the times that he might give it a try. 
They said at West Point that an officer 
should never get “familiar” with his troops, 
but they were full of shit, and the sad thing 
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was, they knew it. How do you fight a war 
next to aman and not care about him and 
show that you care? 

You can't. 

“Gettin’ me some rest, sir,” said Re- 
patch. He opened his eyes and looked 
at the Lieutenant and grinned. 

“You okay, Repatch? | mean...” | 

“Looks a little funny, | know, sir. But it’s 
good for the circulation,” said Repatch. 
“Clears things up, ya know?” 

“| guess.” 

“Some bad shit last night, sir. Out on 
patrol, | mean. Them dudes was serious 
‘pout gettin’ in our shit. You know who 
they was, sir?” 

“| don't have a clue, Repatch. | imagine 
I'll be hearing something about them to- 
morrow. | just filed my Casualty Report. 
Battalion ought to get back to me pretty 
soon. My guess is, either they'll know what 
that was all about, or they'll be as curious 
as | am about what was going on out there 
last night.” 

Just then the morning resupply chop- 
per thwap-thwap-thwap-thwapped its 
way overhead on its way back to Battal- 
ion. 

“Get some sleep, Repatch. We're 
probably going to be putting out another 
patrol tonight. It’s looking like we're going 
to be here for a while.” 

Repatch slumped into the dust and 
rolled to his feet like a cat. It was surpris- 
ing how agile he was, especially after 
having been out on patrol all night. His 
eyes were coal-black and rimmed red 
with fatigue. His fingers were long and 
bony and claw-like, and when he rubbed 
his eyes he looked ‘like a great bird 
grooming himself. 

“Right on, sir,” said Repatch. “I'll be 
ready for ya.” 

He glided. away, soundless and 
scrawny and hawk-like in the morning 
sun. 

The Lieutenant took his own advice, 
and shuffled back to his track and curled 
up on his air mattress atop the sandbags. 
He was asleep the moment his head 
touched the rolled-up olive-drab towel he 
used for a pillow. He did not dream. He 
just lay there like he was dead, but he 
wasn't. He was alive. 


It was noon. Sunlight flooded the inside 
of the track when the Lieutenant opened 
his eyes. Someone was tugging at his 
shoulder. 

“Eltee! Eltee!” It was Dirtball. “Eltee! 
Cap'n wants you on the radio.” 

“Yeah? What's up?” 

“Rattail Six callin’ you, sir. Here ya go.” 
Dirtball handed him the receiver. 

“Rattail Six, this is Two, over,” said the 
Lieutenant sleepily. 

The receiver crackled with static then 
cleared. 

“Two, this is Six. Saltlick Six wants you 
in here this afternoon by 1600. Roger?” 

“Saltlick Six? Come again?” said the 
Lieutenant groggily, raising himself to a 
sitting position. Dirtball was standing in 
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the track with his head out the top hatch, 
spitting tobacco and scratching his balls. 
It was taking the Lieutenant a moment to 
orient himself. He rubbed his eyes and 
yawned and tried to pretend he wasn't 
where he knew he was, somewhere deep 
in Laos in the middle of a war. 

““Saltlick Six is sending a chopper for 
you at 1530, roger?” 

“Roger the chopper at 1530, Rattail Six. 
What's this all about, Six?” 

“Couldn't tell you, Two. Just be ready 
at 1530. Rattail Six out.” 

“Two out.” 

The Lieutenant handed the receiver 
back to Dirtball. 

“What's up, Eltee?” 

“The Colonel wants me back at Bat- 
talion at 1600. They're sending a bird out 
to pick me up at 1500." 

“Whatchew gonna dew, Eltee?” 

“I'm going to be ready for them,” said 
the Lieutenant. He checked his watch. It 
was just past noon. He had three hours. 


= 


Do you know how 
| feel right now? | wish | 
could blow away, 
just like this dust, Dad. 
Just blow 
away and I'd be gone. 
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The Huey wound its rotor like a giant fan, 
picked itself up a couple of feet, tilted 
forward, and with a great shuddering and 
thwap-thwap-thwap-thwapping of its 
spinning wings, it rose into the air and 
over the wire and over the trees, and it 
was gone. 

The Lieutenant sat behind the pilot and 
co-pilot in the open door of the cargo bay. 
He hung his feet over the edge of the 
Huey’s floor and braced them against the 
skid. He held his M-79 grenade launcher 
between his knees. Next to him, a Spec. 4 
in a fatigue jumpsuit and flight helmet 
manned an M-60 door gun that dangled 
from the chopper'’s ceiling on a steel wire. 
He aimed the M-60 at the green blur be- 
low them, which the Lieutenant knew to 
be Laos. The ground rushed past so fast 
you couldn't focus on any distinguishing 
features of terrain, all you could do was 
sit there and brace yourself against the 
skid and buzz through the air like a fly. 

For a person accustomed to knowing 
precisely where he was at any moment, 
the sensation of traveling by helicopter 
over ground that you had walked through 
was an eerie one. The Lieutenant knew 


that most officers serving in Vietnam 
would consider that to be above the 
ground at, say, 2,000 feet was to be in 
control of all that was below you. Several 
times the Lieutenant's platoon had been 
engaged with the enemy in a firefight 
when through the earpieces of his CVC 
helmet would come the voice of the Bri- 
gade, even the Division Commander, di- 
recting his platoon’s fire, ordering squad 
maneuvers, instructing him, the Platoon 
Leader on the ground under fire, where 
to call in and direct supporting fire from 
the artillery or air strikes from Air Force 
F-4’s. This was the function of the heli- 
copter in Vietnam: to control the action 
on the ground from the air. It was why 
they were called Command and Control 
ships. The Lieutenant understood where 
the terminology came from, but as far as 
he was concerned, they could take their 
C &C ships and ship 'em up there where 
the sun didn't shine. 

In order to be in command, in order to 
be in proper control of action around you 
on the ground, you had to be on the 
ground, so you could identify fields of fire 
and places of concealment and cover, so 
you could gauge the strength of the en- 
emy and the accuracy of his fire, so you 
could direct fire and maneuver on terrain 
that you, yourself, had walked over and 
under and around and through. 

You could not know from the air how 
high a hill was, how tall a tree, how thick 
the underbrush, how deep a stream, how 
fast-flowing a river, how impossible the 
mud, how thick the dust and smoke, how 
hot the sun, how fatigued the men, and 
how determined their enemies. 

You had to be down there in it, you had 
to be down there so you could fee! it, you 
had to be down there among them, you 
had to be down there and walk through 
it, you had to be down there in the heat 
and the dust and the smoke under en- 
emy fire in order to command the men 
who were down there going through it 
anyway, who didn't have C & C ships they 
could hop into and fly over battles like 
the sky ride at Disneyland. If you wanted 
those men to do for you what they were 
capable of, you had to stand next to them 
and take the risks they took. Only on the 
ground could you make what little sense 
of combat that could be made. 

Only on the ground could you pierce 
the madness and see the truth. To lead 
was to share highs and lows, risks and 
rewards, anger and love. To lead was to 
get dirty and dusty and muddy and wet, 
and you couldn't get dirty, dusty, muddy, 
or wet in a C & C chopper at 2,000 feet 
overhead. 

The Huey’s thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap 
fell off to a muted thwop-thwop-thwop- 
thwop, and they began their descent into 
the Battalion logger. The Lieutenant was 
relieved to see it was as hot and dusty 
and nasty at Battalion as it was out with 
the Weapons Platoon. Maybe the heat 
and the dust and the relentless sun would 
bake some sense into them. Maybe if 
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Road & Track and American Trucker magazines 
compared Fox with the other leading radar detec- 
tors. Both magazines were looking at the radar 
warning range provided by the products they 
tested. Their experts all gave the nod to Fox. 
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In its November, 1988 issue, Road & Track said “‘The advent 
of instant-on places a premium on K-band sensitivity, because 
the only defense against this type of radar is to detect it in use 
on cars ahead of you in the traffic stream.” 

According to Road & Track, the Fox Wireless Remote™ 
detected K-band police radar 
long before any of the other 
eleven contenders. Fox beat 
Passport, Escort, Bel, Whistler, 
Cobra, Radio Shack and five 
others. 

In fact, the closest rival, 
Uniden, took nearly ten sec- 
onds longer than Fox to sniff 
out approaching K-band 
radar. (At 50 mph, ten seconds 
amounts to over 700 feet of 
warning distance!) 
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Long haul drivers often depend on their radar detectors to 
make a living. And here’s what American Trucker magazine 
told them in its May, 1988 report which ranked ten top radar 
detectors... 

During the straight-line Distance Test, the MicroFox™ 
provided a strong alarm nearly one full mile before any of - 
the other nine. Cobra lost by a mile. Whistler lost by a mile. 
Kraco lost by a mile. Escort, Fuzzbuster, and four others 
lost by even more. 

In the tricky Over-the-Hill Test, Fox tied for first. (The 
two units that matched us are 
members of the ‘‘Mile Behind 
Club” in the paragraph above.) 

What do these tests prove? 
The millions of drivers who 
have purchased Fox radar de- 
tectors knew that they were 
doing the right thing. 

When you buy your next 
radar detector, be sure you do 
the right thing. 

For more information, 
and the name of your nearest 
Fox dealer, call toll-free 
1-800-543-7892. 
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Thanks to Road & Track and American Trucker for 
proving again that Fox is first in radar detection. 
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everyone was waist-deep in the same 
load of shit, a way could be seen. 

Maybe. 

In Vietnam, it was always fucking 
maybe. 

Shoop-shoop-shoop-shoop the chop- 
per shut down and the Lieutenant hit the 
ground and scuffled through the dust to- 
ward the Battalion Commander's bunker. 
It was an elaborate affair the size of a 
small house, dug into the ground maybe 
six feet, topped with logs and four layers 
of sandbags, with sloping sandbagged 
sides and a twisting entrance designed 
to absorb nearby artillery explosions 
without spraying the interior of the bunker 
with shrapnel. It had been done by the 
book, and the Lieutenant estimated that 
it had taken 20, maybe 30 men the better 
part of five hours to complete. One hun- 
dred to 150 man-hours’ worth of the kind 
of security money couldn't buy—secu- 
rity that came from trees felled, sand- 
bags humped, holes dug. 

The Lieutenant zigzagged through the 
bunker entrance and paused inside so 
his eyes could become accustomed to 
the darkness. 

“Come on in, Lieutenant Blue,” said a 
voice the Lieutenant knew belonged to 
Lieutenant Colonel Halleck, the Battalion 


“Yes, sir,” said the Lieutenant reflex- 
ively. He stepped forward gingerly. He 
still couldn't see anything. Then, in the 


far reaches of the dimness, he made out 
two human forms standing in the glow of 
a kerosene lamp. 

“Lieutenant, you know Colonel Jim 
Testor, your brigade commander, don't 
you?” Halleck’s voice had a tinge of 
sweetness the Lieutenant had never 
heard before. 

He wanted something. 

Of that much the Lieutenant was cer- 
tain. 

The Lieutenant groped his way for- 
ward. He ran into a folding metal chair, 
toppling it with a soft thud against the 
sandbagged walls of the bunker. Then 
his thighs hit the edge of a table and the 
Lieutenant stopped. 

He unslung his M-79 and snapped a 
salute. 

“Sir, Lieutenant Blue reports as or- 
dered.” 

In the dimness he made out the blur of 
an answering salute, and he dropped his 
hand to his side. 

“Sit down, Lieutenant,” said Lieuten- 
ant Colonel Halleck. 

The Lieutenant looked around him. His 
eyes were finally growing accustomed to 
the darkness, and he saw the folding chair 
he had knocked over. He righted the chair 
and sat down, holding the M-79 across 
his lap. He faced Lieutenant Colonel Hal- 
leck and Colonel Testor across a folding 
camp table that was covered with maps 
and coffee mugs with the unit crest em- 
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blazoned on them. 

The two colonels sat down on folding 
chairs that were padded with canvas 
cushions emblazoned with the Battalion 
insignia. Halleck waved his hand at 
someone the Lieutenant couldn't see. 

“More coffee!” he commanded. 

The Lieutenant heard the shuffle of feet 
through dirt as someone went for coffee. 

“You must wonder what you're doing 
here,” Halleck began, allowing a smile to 
cross his lips. It was supposed to be a 
joke. 

The Lieutenant didn't say anything. He 
stiffened his back. He didn’t know what 
was coming, but whatever it was, he didn't 
like it. You didn't get called into sand- 
bagged Battalion bunkers in the deep 
boonies by not one but two colonels in 
order for jokes to be made. 

“We want to go over the after-action 
report you filed this morning, Lieutenant 
Blue. It’s got some problems.” 

The Lieutenant sat still. He said noth- 
ing. 
“First, this patrol last night... it was a 
little out of the ordinary, wasn't it, Lieu- 
tenant?” 

“No, sir. | do not believe it was.” The 
Lieutenant gave his answer in a mea- 
sured tone, choosing his words carefully. 
He didn’t feel nervous. He didn't feel 
frightened. He didn't feel. He just was. 

“Are you in the habit of taking ambush 
patrols outside the wire yourself, Lieuten- 
ant?” It was Colonel James Franklin Tes- 
tor, the Brigade C.O. He was built like a 
bulldog. He had no neck and a crew cut 
that made Yul Brynner look hirsute. He 
stood five foot six, maybe five seven in 
jungle boots. Every time the Lieutenant 
had seen him, which was twice, he had 
an unlit cigar jutting out of his mouth. He 
chewed the cigar and shifted it from one 
side of his jaw to the other, in a manner 
that made him look like he'd made a study 
of tough generals on the late movie. He 
wasn't a cliché exactly, but he was hov- 
ering on the edge. 

“Sir, | lead ambush patrols when | feel 
that it is desirable or necessary. Last night 
| made a determination that it was nec- 
essary. | led the patrol. | have led per- 
haps twenty-five such patrols since I've 
had the Weapons Platoon. There was 
nothing out of the ordinary about taking 
command of the patrol myself.” 

“That's not the way | see it, Lieuten- 
ant,” said Colonel Testor. 

No one said anything for a moment. 

The Lieutenant sat there stonily. He had 
picked out a stain on one of the sand- 
bags against the back wall of the bunker, 
and he stared at it whenever he wasn't 
addressing one of the colonels. It was a 
trick he had learned at West Point, a vari- 
ation.on something his father had taught 
him. 

Don’t speak unless spoken to, his fa- 
ther always said. 

Okay, Dad. And | don’t look at them 
unless spoken to, then | look them right 
in the eye. 
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“Whatever possessed you to take that 
ambush patrol out yourself, Lieutenant?” 
asked Colonel Testor. 

“Sir, | made a determination early yes- 
terday afternoon that the movement of 
the Battalion sweep had taken us off the 
map. Off the map sector mentioned in 
the Ops Order, Sector 22-Lima, | mean, 
sir. My platoon’s position is on Sector Map 
24-Lima. For that reason, when the am- 
bush patrol was ordered, | was con- 
cerned that the patrol be able to report 
its exact location once in position. | didn't 
want my patrol running into any other 
Battalion patrols, sir, walking into any 
other friendly ambushes. | knew | could 
pinpoint exactly the patrol’s ambush lo- 
cation, so | took the patrol out myself, sir. 
That was my reason, sir. | knew we were 
off the Ops Order Sector Map. | didn't 
want my men getting lost.” 

“You don't have anyone else in that pla- 
toon who can read a map?” 

Testor had removed the cigar from his 
mouth and was studying its well-chewed 
tip with some satisfaction. He spit an 
imaginary bit of tobacco on the dirt next 
to his chair and re-inserted the cigar. The 
Lieutenant noted that he looked better 
with it somehow. More like a brigade 
commander. Less like an instructor in the 
physical education department at West 
Point, which the Lieutenant recalled 
reading in a brigade newsletter he had 
been when he was a captain. 

“Yes, sir. There are several men in the 
platoon who are good map readers, on 
whom | can count,” said the Lieutenant. 

“Then why didn't you send out the pa- 
trol with one of those men in command, 
Lieutenant?” 

Testor had taken over the questioning 
completely now, and he drilled the Lieu- 
tenant with a stare the Lieutenant knew 
he should feel was intimidating. He won- 
dered if he would ever respond in an ap- 
propriate manner to such a stare from a 
man as high-ranking as a colonel. Re- 
membering the number of times his 
grandfather the General and his father 
the Colonel had fixed him with their huge 
eyes and pasted him up against a wall in 
silence, he decided not. The simple truth 
was, he was not properly prepared for 
the glares and stares of men like Colonel 
Testor, and this was a problem for him as 
a lieutenant. You were certainly sup- 
posed to be frightened by colonels, and 
he was not. 

“Because | was concerned about the 
fact that we are out of the A.O. desig- 
nated in yesterday's Ops Order. | wasn't 
sure it should get around that we were 
operating about twenty kliks inside Laos, 
sir. | didn't feel it was in the interest of the 
Battalion operation for that knowledge to 
get spread around indiscriminately, as.| 
knew it would if | sent out one of my ser- 
geants with a map indicating our true po- 
sition inside Laos. Sir.” 

The Lieutenant tacked on the “sir” not 
as an afterthought, but as a punctuation 
mark. He wanted it clear to the colonels 
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that he knew precisely where the Battal- 
ion was located, even if they didn't. 

“What made you think you were in Laos, 
Lieutenant?” Testor pulled the cigar butt 
from one corner of his mouth to the other, 
making a sucking noise as he chewed it 
across. 

“I put my platoon grid coordinates and 
the grid coordinates of the incident in my 
Casualty Report, sir. They are accurate.” 

“Oh, they are, Lieutenant? Are you tell- 
ing this colonel that he can't read a map?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Then what are you telling him, Lieu- 
tenant?” 

“I'm telling you, sir, that the Casualty 
Report | filed is accurate. My platoon po- 
sition is accurate. The position of my am- 
bush patrol is accurate. We are in Laos, 
sir. We were in Laos last night, and we 
are in Laos today, sir. Nothing has 
changed since | filed the report with 
Captain Gardner this morning.” 

“I'm of the opinion you're trying to put 
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He looked at 
Colonel Testor imploringly. 
Maybe he could 
make him understand 
how guilty he felt 
for what he had done. It 
was all his fault. 
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one over on us with that Casualty Report, 
Lieutenant.” 

The Lieutenant said nothing. He stared 
at his sandbag stain, sitting up straight 
in his chair, as close to attention as the 
chair allowed. 

“Lieutenant?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Did you hear what | said?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Do you have a response?” 

“My response to what you said is this, 
sir. I'm not putting anything over on you 
or anyone else, sir. My report is accu- 
rate.” 

“Well, Lieutenant, let me try this on you. 
| think you took that patrol out last night, 
and | think you diddled around out there, 
and | think you made contact with an en- 
emy unit probably no larger than your 
own. And | think you took that KIA, and | 
think you got no enemy body-count. And 
| think to cover up your fucked-up little 
patrol’s fucked-up little patrol, you cre- 
ated this fucked-up incident, this so- 
called casualty due to friendly fire. That's 
what | think, Lieutenant. | think you fucked 
up, and now you're covering up.” 

The Lieutenant said nothing. There was 


a long pause, then Colonel Testor took 
the cigar out of his mouth and leaned to 
his right, so his face came into the Lieu- 
tenant’s view, which was fixed dead 
ahead on the sandbag stain behind and 
between the two colonels. 

“What have you got to say for yourself, 
Lieutenant?” 

“My Casualty Report is accurate, sir. 
What | reported this morning happened 
last night, exactly as | reported it. Sir.” 

“You expect us to believe you took fire 
from fifteen American civilians who were 
loading a DC-3 in the fucking middle of 
the jungle in the fucking middle of the 
night? You expect us to believe they were 
carrying Kalashnikov's and that's how 
your man got killed? A bunch of blue- 
jean-wearing civilians shot him? You ex- 
pect us to accept this utterly fantastic 
nonsense as fact?” 

“Sir, my report stands. It is accurate. | 
have nothing to add to it. Whether you 
accept the report or not is your business, 
sir, not mine.” 

“I think you're lying, Lieutenant.” Testor 
glowered at the Lieutenant and pulled at 
the cigar in his teeth with a smacking 
noise, like a kid working on a candy 
sucker. 

The Lieutenant said nothing. 

“| want you to change your Casualty 
Report, Lieutenant.” 

The Lieutenant stared straight ahead, 
saying nothing. 

“Did you hear me, Lieutenant?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“! want you to change this report so it 
says you got hit by a VC ambush and 
took one KIA, this, uh, Corporal Strosher. 
You got me?” Colonel Testor shoved the 
Lieutenant's Casualty Report across the 
table. It was lying on top of the inter-unit 
routing envelope, just as he had typed it 
that morning. 

“That's not the way it happened, sir.” 

“| don’t give a good goddamn if it hap- 
pened that way or not, Lieutenant. | want 
that fucking report changed to read the 
way | said it should read. Am | making 
myself understood, or is there something 
wrong with your hearing?” 

The Lieutenant looked Testor in the eye 
and held his gaze for an instant before 
he spoke. 

“There is nothing wrong with my hear- 
ing. Sir. But what you say didn’t happen. 
Sir.” 

“Listen to me, Lieutenant. If | tell you 
down is up and up is down, that’s the way 
it's going to be, sport, you got me?” 

“No, sir.” 

“What did you say to me, sport?” 

“L said, no sir.” 

The Colonel glared at him, rolling the 
cigar back and forth across his mouth, 
rolling, rolling, chewing, glaring. Then he 
took the cigar out of his mouth and looked 
down at the table for an instant. When he 
looked up, the glare was gone, and so 
was the cigar. He was going to take an- 
other tack. The Lieutenant could smell it. 

“You've got a lot to lose here, son.” 
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“| already lost one man, Corporal 
Strosher, to friendly fire, sir. | don't want 
to lose another, sir.” 

“I’m not talking about your corporal, 
son.” 

The Lieutenant waited, saying nothing. 

“I'm talking about your career. You un- 
derstand what I’m saying?” 

“Yes, sir. | think | do.” 

“This is a very serious situation you've 
created here. You've got to pick the fights 
you fight carefully, son. That's the way life 
is. You've got to examine the situation and 
estimate whether you're going to win or 
lose, and you've got to pick your fights 
on that basis. You're going to lose this 
one, son. Am | making myself clear?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

‘All you've got to do right now is do 
what | say, and this will all go away and 
be forgotten. Me and Lieutenant Colonel 
Halleck here will just forget we ever saw 
this report, and we'll forward your new 
one up the chain of command and every- 
body will be happy, and you'll go on to 
have a great career in the Army just like 
your grandfather, and you'll probably be 
a general by the time you're my age. It's 
all right there for the taking, son. All you've 
got to do is change this report. You get 
me?” 

The Lieutenant fixed on the Colonel's 
eyes. 

“No, sir.” 

“I'm ordering you to change this re- 
port, Lieutenant. Now do you get me?” 

“| understand your order, sir. But what 
happened, happened. Nothing will 
change that fact, sir. And because noth- 
ing will change the way Corporal Strosher 
was killed, | see no reason to withdraw 
or change my Casualty Report, sir. It is 
required by regulations, every time aman 
is killed or wounded by friendly fire. | was 
taught that a Casualty Report Due to 
Friendly Fire is one of the most important 
reports one can make, sir. The intent of 
my report, and the intent of any Casualty 
Report Due to Friendly Fire, is the same: 
to avoid such an occurrence again. | 
cannot withdraw my report, sir. Most es- 
pecially | cannot withdraw it if doubt is 
cast on its accuracy.” 

“Who the fuck do you think you are, 
Lieutenant?” 

“Sir?” 

“| said, who the fuck do you think you 
are?” 

“Lieutenant Blue, sir.” 

“Don't crack wise with me, Lieutenant.” 

The Lieutenant said nothing. He looked 
at Colonel Testor unflinchingly. 

“You're not getting it, are you, son?” 

“Getting what, sir?” 

“That | want that fucking report 
changed, and | want it done right here 
and now, that’s what.” 

“Yes, sir, | understand that.” 

“Would it help if | told you that chang- 
ing your report will help the war effort?” 

“| understand, sir.” 

“'m ordering you to change the report, 
Lieutenant. It’s for the good of the bri- 
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gade, son.” 

“Sir, my job is to file the report, and I’ve 
done my job, sir. What you do with the 
report after | have filed it is your busi- 
ness. You can accept my report, sir. You 
can reject it, sir. But my business is fin- 
ished. My report has been truthfully writ- 
ten and filed according to regulations. My 
man was killed in a firefight with approx- 
imately fifteen American civilians. I've had 
some pretty crazy things happen to me 
and happen to my men since I’ve been 
over here, sir, but last night takes the cake. 
| couldn't have made up what's in my 
Casualty Report if | tried. It is as accurate 
and detailed as | could make it. My report 
stands as | wrote it, sir.” 

“Listen, you little shit...” It was Lieu- 
tenant Colonel Halleck. 

Testor held up his hand and silenced 
him. 

‘All you've got to do is change the re- 
port, son, and this will all be behind you. 
You must understand that. It will all be 
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forgotten and this whole business will be 
over.” 

The Lieutenant looked at the Colonel 
and started to say something. He 
checked himself and looked down at the 
table at his report. Then he began to 
speak hurriedly, as if he wasn't really in 
control of the words flowing from him in 
a torrent of pent-up anger and exasper- 
ation. 

“What about Strosher, sir?” said the 
Lieutenant, expressing his bewilderment 
and anger for the first time since he’d been 
in the bunker. He checked himself and 
looked at Colonel Testor imploringly. 
Maybe he could make him understand. 
Maybe he could make the Colonel un- 
derstand how guilty he felt for what he 
had done. He stepped out of the wood 
line and called out to those men, and they 
turned and fired and Strosher went down 
and a moment later he was dead. It was 
all his fault. 

“What about Strosher, sir? Do you want 
me to forget him, too?” 

“You don't understand, do you, Lieu- 
tenant?” 

“| don’t guess | do, sir.” 

“| don't give a fuck about your man and 


if he died or how he died. What | give a 
fuck about is that report and getting it 
changed. You change it like I've ordered 
you to and we'll forget this whole thing.” 

The torrent began again and didn't stop 
this time. 

“Sir, | can’t change the report. If | 
change that report about how Corporal 
Strosher got killed, it would be like for- 
getting he ever existed. It would deny that 
he died, and deny how he died. And it 
would deny what he died for. And that's 
not going to happen. Strosher is not going 
to be forgotten. Not while |’m still here to 
do the remembering, it won't, sir.” 

Colonel Testor stuck the cigar back in 
his mouth. He had a half-smile on his face, 
and he shook his head slowly from side 
to side. 

“That is all, Lieutenant Blue,” he said 
levelly. 

The Lieutenant stood up and saluted. 
Colonel Testor returned the salute and 
the Lieutenant executed a crude about- 
face on the dirt floor of the bunker. He 
zigzagged out the entrance and walked 
up the dirt ramp from the underground 
bunker. 

The sun had begun to set and the sky 
in the west was ablaze with riotous color. 
He shouldered the M-79’s strap and 
started looking for a ride back to the 
Weapons Platoon’s night logger. He was 
going by air again, he knew. Nobody 
would send a vehicle outside the wire this 
close to dark. 

He took a deep breath of hot, dusty air 
and squinted into the red sunset, a sky 
the color of a rose blossom in the morn- 
ing, an embarrassingly deep, rich blush- 
ing crimson soaked with heat and pas- 
sion. 

A gust of hot air passed through his 
sweat-soaked fatigues and he shud- 
dered. Suddenly he felt chilled, and he 
stood there at the entrance of the bunker 
and shivered with hate and fear and dis- 
gust. 

! lost him, Dad. | stood up and | yelled 
at those men and they started firing and 
Strosher was dead. Do you know how | 
feel right now? Do you know how empty 
| feel?! wish | could blow away, just like 
this dust, Dad. Just blow away and I’d be 
gone. 

He started walking across the Battal- 
ion base camp toward the chopper pad, 
heading for his platoon, heading for home. 
Later he would remember what he was 
thinking as his boots kicked the dust and 
he tried to forget what had just happened 
in the bunker, what had happened last 
night. He was trying to forget Strosher 
was what he was doing. It wasn’t work- 
ing, and he knew it wouldn't work ever. 
He'd never forget Strosher, and he'd never 
forget what he had done that caused his 
death. Never. 

Laos is one hell of a beautiful spot for 
a war, he mused entirely inappropriately 
as he strode toward the setting sun, look- 
ing forward to a new day, trying to forget 
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ye We all know what it's like to deal 
with the stress of a hectic 
workday, but pretty 25-year-old 
Nikki, a native of Montreal, 
Canada, has found her own 
unique solution for coping with 

. job fatigue. “Whenever | find 
myself on edge, | go for a long 


walk on a quiet beach. There's 


nothing like it to relax my mind,” 
she reveals. “My boyfriend has 
: a house by the shore, and my 


walks usually end right at his door. 
Once | get inside, he takes 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY HANK LONDONER charge of relaxing the rest of me!” 


203 


“Having a satisfying relationship really 
helps me to be my best at work. | never 
get up on the wrong side of the bed 
anymore!” she laughs. 
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Nikki admits to 


having a roman- 
tic side, too. “I 
need someone 
who's not afraid 
to say ‘I love you’ 
and mean it.” 


At present, 35-24- 
34 Nikki is a popular 
nightclub enter- 
tainer. “Il love my 
work because 

it leaves my days 
free for hiking, 
swimming, and 
writing in my diary. 
That’s where | 
really let loose with 
my feelings!” 
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“I'm a very strong-willed individual,” says 
Nikki. “If something strikes my interest, | know 
it's worth going after. Once I've accepted 
the challenge, success is inevitable.” 
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Ideally, Nikki would like to marry. 
Although her boyfriend hasn't asked 
yet, she's not too worried. “I'm like 
a Royal Canadian Mountie—! always 


get my man!”"O+—_ 
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ARTICLE 


ROCKS 
GREATEST 
HITMAN 


BY ALBERT GOLDMAN 


elling the 
truth about the two greatest 
saints of rock 'n’ roll 
is more dangerous than 
writing about the 
Mob. Take it from one who 
knows. When rock 
is probed deeply, it reacts 
like any cult 
or racket—by threatening 
murder. 
PAINTING BY KUNIO HAGIO 


A few days before the initial excerpt from 
The Lives of John Lennon appeared in 
People, | closed up my New York apart- 
ment, disconnected my phone, and took 
off for Europe. When Jane Pauley con- 
fronted me on “Today,” her first crack was: 
“What are you doing in Frankfurt—hiding 
out?” What | was doing that day was pub- 
licizing my book. But | wasn't doing it from 
a New York studio because after my 
abysmal experiences promoting Elvis, | 
had vowed to put some distance be- 
tween myself and my persecutors. 

Today, Elvis is the standard bio of the 
“King” and, as the archetypal modern 
celebrity biography, it has served as the 
model for many other books, including 
those that the stars write about them- 
selves. Yet when it was published, you 
would have thought that it was an update 
of Mein Kampf. The “Elfans” were out- 
raged, but instead of discharging their 
anger at the book, they aimed it straight 
at the author. In their eyes | was this god- 
damn New York Jew, who had one hel- 
luva nerve messing around with the sa- 
cred mysteries of the South. Even if you 
accepted this racist premise, it didn’t ap- 
ply all that well to me. 

| had not grown up, as my enemies as- 
sumed, in a Brooklyn ghetto. | was reared 
as a good little goy in Mount Lebanon, 
Pennsylvania (my mother was passing), 
where | worked every summer for a black 
farmer from Tennessee, who taught me 
how to plow behind a mule, a tough job 
that the pampered Elvis tried only once— 
in his first film. Far from being unfamiliar 
with hillbilly music, as we called it in those 
days, | had grown up with the stuff be- 
cause | lived right over the border from 
West Virginia, where Colonel Tom Parker 
claimed to have been born. Every day at 
lunch, while | ate my chicken a la king, | 
had to listen to the nasal droning of the 
Sons of the Pioneers intoning “Tumbling 
Tumbleweed.” It wasn't ignorance that 
made me hate this crap—it was over- 
exposure. 

The flair for fiction that the Elfans dis- 
played in inventing their “Albert Gold- 
man” demonstrated clearly how they had 
created their “Elvis Presley,’ whose 
imaginary life was greatly stimulated by 
his death. Fans are fantasists. They are 
also born persecutors. First they drive 
their heroes crazy. Then they go after their 
heroes’ biographers. | still get letters from 
Elfans. You can spot them right off be- 
cause they’re written on yellow paper 
scored with pale-green lines. 

Generally, they start off like a prayer 
meeting with some solemn overture about 
the greatness and sanctity of the King. 
Next the writer will recall how he picked 
up my book, anticipating the edification 
of holy writ. Instead, he experienced a 
horrible sense of defilement as he read 
about Elvis's whorehouse decor or his 
trick of changing channels with a .45 or 
his attendants’ efforts to cope with his 
incontinence by diapering him with bath 
towels. By the end of the epistle, the tone 
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of piety has changed to curses, threats, 
obscenities. 

One day at the height of the Elvis con- 
troversy, | received a particularly alarm- 
ing and savagely anti-Semitic screed. | 
reported it to the FB.I. Two agents ap- 
peared promptly at my apartment. After 
examining the document, they promised 
to look into the matter. Meantime, they 
advised me to stay cool. Every celebrity, 
they assured me, receives threatening 
letters in New York. The volume of such 
mail is so great, in fact, that the local FB.1. 
bureau maintains a threatening-letter 
desk. It was good to know | was not alone. 

At that point, | had to go into the hos- 
pital for eye surgery. The thought of lying 
there blind was highly disturbing. | de- 
cided to hire some bodyguards. When | 
got out, it seemed like a good idea to 
hold on to them. They could help me put 
on my bullet-proof vest and lead me 
around the local studios like Seeing Eye 
dogs. But everything has its price. One 
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People today don't 
want to be reminded of the fact 
that the music business 
has always been dirty, with 
strong ties to organized 
crime and a long tradition of 
corrupting the media. 
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evening while | was being made up for 
Tom Snyder's show, my bodyguard got 
into a heated argument with NBC's chief 
of security. “| say he’s more likely to get 
it in the studio than he is on the street,” 
insisted my man. “These celebrity killers 
want to be famous. How can you do bet- 
ter than to shoot aman on camera?” When 
| reported this story to one of my pub- 
lishers, he chuckled appreciatively and 
said: “That would sell a lot of books, Al- 
bert.” “Yeah,” | answered, “it would make 
a great one-shot publicity campaign.” 

Actually, nothing happened until the 
danger appeared to have passed. Then, 
one bright spring day, months after the 
book's publication, | was standing at the 
window of my office talking on the phone. 
Suddenly, | heard a sound like glass 
breaking. Without removing the receiver 
from my ear, | glanced at the window— 
and saw a bullet hole staring back at me. 
Dropping to the floor, | crawled into the 
next room, where | grabbed a phone and 
punched out 911. 

The policeman who responded to the 
call came into my office and ogled the 
hole in the window. When | told him about 
the threats inspired by the Elvis book, he 


was not impressed: “We have so much 
random shooting around here [two blocks 
from the city’s finest hotels] that it could 
have been anyone.” In other words, if 
somebody shoots you in New York, don't 
take it personally. 

Elvis was a big factor in the contro- 
versy that soon boiled up and over- 
whelmed Lennon. Months before the book 
was published, | was shown a film inter- 
view with one of the rock establishment's 
leading mouthpieces: Robert Christgau. 
The sniggering Christgau had said: “[Al- 
bert Goldman] is ... a dangerous per- 
son—who really ought to be stopped.” 
That sounded ominous. With the rockers 
out to take revenge and the mass media 
keen to exploit, if not create, a fresh scan- 
dal, it made sense to take a long step 
back from ground zero. 

My publishers were very unhappy 
about my decision to get out of town. In 
addition to researching, writing, and 
doing everything short of stitching up the 
bindings, authors are expected now- 
adays to go on the road like pitchmen 
peddling their wares on local wake-up 
shows and in suburban shopping malls. 
One of the most important considera- 
tions about any best-selling author is how 
he will appear on the tube. One highly 
successful female writer was held up for 
my admiration because she was such a 
good actress and always wore provoc- 
ative clothing. 

As the time neared for: my first ap- 
pearance, | began to get uneasy. How, at 
my age, could | look cute and kissy? 
Should | go for the makeup, or come on 
battered but unbowed? Should | comb 
my hair forward? Unfasten two buttons 
on my shirt? Take a drink before | faced 
the camera? If hundreds of thousands of 
dollars hinged on these decisions, why 
wasn't someone teaching me how to talk 
in ten-second bites? 

“West 57th” was not a show that | had 
ever seen, but it never crossed my mind 
that it would pose a problem: During the 
seven years that | had labored over Len- 
non, | had tuned out the world. | wasn't 
hip to “trash TV.” When | sat down op- 
posite the “talent,” he didn’t appear to 
have read the book. Actually, there was 
no need for him to have read it, as all he 
was intent on doing was proving that | 
was motivated entirely by greed. As this 
was a charge repeated in almost every 
article published about Lennon, | want to 
answer it head-on. 

Anybody who knows anything about 
me knows that money has never been my 
goal. | spent the first 20 years of my ca- 
reer as acollege teacher. Those were the 
days when a full professor at Columbia 
made $14,000. Subsequently, | entered 
the not much better paid and much more 
precarious profession of freelance jour- 
nalism. The only steady job | ever held 
was as music critic of Life. Though the 
magazine sold millions of copies each 
week, | got $300 per piece. When | started 
writing best-selling biographies, any- 
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body who had a quarrel with the books 
felt free to sneer at me as a money-grub- 
ber. (All my critics are motivated by higher 
ideals, of course.) Actually, big chunks of 
both Ladies and Gentlemen—Lenny 
Bruce!! and Elvis were owned by other 
people, although | bore the full respon- 
sibility for producing these books. 

Lennon brought an “advance” (a mis- 
nomer for a guarantee that need not be 
paid in full until years after the book's 
publication) of $850,000, including pa- 
perback rights. That looks like a lot of 
money until you start calculating the costs 
that are borne by the author. These in- 
clude hiring interviewers in foreign coun- 
tries like Japan, maintaining an office 
staff, living abroad myself, and keeping 
all this up for seven years with my income 
base in New York City, where about 50 
percent of your personal income goes for 
taxes of various sorts. By the time the 
book was published, | had used up most 
of the advance, there was no prospect of 
royalties, and my earnings were confined 
to serial rights (of which the publishers 
got 50 percent) and foreign sales, which 
are diminished by double agents’ fees 
and foreign taxes. The fact is that the 
people who write about the great sums | 
have earned don't know the first thing 
about either the publishing business or 
about my business. They are doing pre- 
cisely what they accuse me of doing: de- 
faming a man through willful ignorance. 

The shafting | got on “West 57th” sig- 
naled how the media were going to treat 
the book. | was going to be cast again 
as Public Enemy No. 1, and the story was 
going to be played for all it was worth, 
with a large supporting cast consisting 
of people who hadn't seen John Lennon 
in the last decade of his life, people whose 
financial interests were jeopardized by 
my work, rival authors whose books 
hadn't done so well, and other such highly 
knowledgeable and objective experts. 
Indicting an author who has demolished 
one of the public’s plaster saints is a 
surefire formula for gratifying that same 
public’s longing to have its heroes pro- 
tected. Consequently, at a moment like 
the present, when the media are widely 
perceived as being biased and inaccu- 
rate, the impulse to play the phony public 
defender is irresistible. That has always 
been Geraldo Rivera's game. 

My first stop abroad was Munich, where 
| was scheduled to broadcast to Eastern 
Europe via Radio Free Europe. (Their joke 
was that | was going to be the star of a 
“jam session.”) Though facing East, my 
mind was focused on the West, where | 
anticipated a tremendous reaction to the 
book. |'was not mistaken. The man who 
provided the big bang was Paul Mc- 
Cartney. 

McCartney was vacationing that Au- 
gust in Europe, but every day he was re- 
ceiving the serialization of my book in the 
Daily Mail. When he got to “Day Two” of 
“Lennon Unmasked," he blew his stack. 
This installment concentrated every word 
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in the. book about Lennon's bisexuality. 
Flanking the copy were pictures of John 
with his wife, Cynthia, and John with Bea- 
tles manager Brian Epstein. To make the 
point clearer, the photo of John and Brian, 
which had a vaguely fruity air, was 
strengthened by a rare picture of Epstein 
that made him look like England's silliest 
queen. 

The story began with John slipping 
away with Brian to Spain while Cynthia 
was lying in the hospital with the Len- 
nons' newborn son; then it continued with 
John and Brian's first sexual intimacy. 
None of this was news, because it had 
been reported in a couple of widely read 
books. What must have-thrown Paul was 
the information | had obtained concern- 
ing the continuation of the affair, and 
about Brian's death by asphyxiation from 
an S & M mask. 

Grabbing his phone, Pope Paul (who 
last made headlines by describing Len- 
non as a “maneuvering swine”) pro- 


s 


The assertion that | 
only write about dead people 
because they 
can't defend themselves is 
preposterous. What 
about Yoko Ono? What about 
Colonel Parker? 


se 


nounced my book anathema. “In my 
opinion,” he declaimed, “[it] is nothing 
more than a piece of trash. ... It's dis- 
gusting that Goldman can make up any 
old bunch of lies he sees fit and publish 
them.” 

No responsible person would make 
such a statement in public; yet Paul spoke 
with full awareness that his words would 
be echoed around the world. What was 
more, his example incited many others to 
make equally outrageous and slander- 
ous statements, thereby launching the 
book on a foaming tide of controversy 
that grew day by day, week by week, until 
people in publishing and communica- 
tions agreed that they had never seen 
anything like it. 

The penny cynic will tell you that con- 
troversy sells books and then quote that 
stale line: “It doesn’t matter what they say 
about you, as long as they spell your 
name right.” Believe me, it does matter. 
Controversy was the undoing of Lenny 
Bruce and many another man. Certainly 
no writer who has spent years laboring 
over a book in the attempt to refocus a 
whole era in popular culture wants to see 
his work blown away in a stinking cloud 


of public rancor. Violent controversy ren- 
ders rational discussion impossible. By 
stirring up all the worst passions, it makes 
everyone behave disgracefully. 

The only people who profit from such 
controversy, the only people who have a 
stake in fomenting it, are the mass media. 
Especially at a time like last fall, when 
nothing more exciting impended than a 
presidential election, it was of enormous 
value to the media to have a sizzling 
scandal that grew more amazing every 
day, drawing in the readers and viewers 
in their millions. That the Lennon affair 
was primarily a media event can be 
proven in many ways. For one thing, very 
few of the participants read the book. 
Typically, they read the excerpts in Peo- 
ple and the Mai/—and then started 
broadcasting. For another, my mail was 
minimal. After Elvis, | had received hun- 
dreds of letters. Writing now, nine months 
after the publication of The Lives of John 
Lennon, | count 14 letters, half of them 
favorable, half unfavorable. That figure 
tells you a lot about the extent of the pub- 
lic’s involvement in the controversy. 

Considering the sheer emotionalism 
with which the book was received, it is 
not surprising that most of the criticism 
should have turned out to be nonsense. 
Apart from some errors on the Beatles 
trivia quiz, for which there can be no ex- 
cuse, not one statement of substance in 
the book was proven false. One of the 
funniest yet most revealing aspects of the 
endless put-downs was the way they flatly 
contradicted each other. While one fac- 
tion was tearing out its hair, crying that 
the book was sheer fabrication, a work 
of malicious invention, another no-less- 
vocal faction was assuring its readers that 
the scandalous revelations were actually 
old hat—stuff these writers had known 
for years but scorned to publish. 

One of the most common contentions 
was the preposterous assertion that | 
wrote only about dead people because 
they couldn't defend themselves. Ob- 
viously, the same accusation could be 
leveled at any biographer, historian, or 
scholar. The Greeks warned: “Count no 
man happy until he is dead.” How can 
one judge a life until it is over? As for the 
other implication of the charge, that I'm 
too chicken to write about the living, it 
never occurs to my critics that the vast 
majority of the people in my books are 
both alive and fully capable of defending 
themselves. What of Yoko Ono? What of 
Colonel Parker? Here are a couple of 
powerful and resourceful operators that 
| unmasked who did little or nothing to 
repudiate my accounts of their lives. When 
Yoko was asked if she planned to sue me, 
she replied that she didn't want to draw 
more attention to the book. Could any 
book receive more attention? 

Colonel Parker did go to court—but not 
to sue me. Quite.the contrary, he sought 
to protect himself from suits by claiming 
invulnerability because he was not an 
American citizen or, for that matter, a cit- 
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izen of any country. In the ensuing legal maneuvering with the 
Presley estate, the Colonel had to surrender all-his rights to 
Elvis, a triumph for justice that owed a lot to the information | 
had developed. His surrender also answered one of the ques- 
tions | was most frequently asked: “What will your book do to 
the child?” The answer is that it helped make Lisa Marie a very 
rich young woman. 

Yoko Ono eluded all efforts to draw her into the controversy. 
Her official reply was a weird radio broadcast prepared by her 
flack, Elliot Mintz. Yoko offered only a feeble self-defense, even 
conceding that she had a heroin “problem” during the period 
when | presented her as receiving daily deliveries of the drug. 

The most determined effort to blow me away was embodied 
in a special John Lennon issue of Rolling Stone, whose pub- 
lisher, Jann Wenner, is Yoko's closest friend. Wenner must have 
put a lot of heat on his hatchet men, David Fricke and Jeffrey 
Ressner, because they insisted on interviewing people who 
had not even seen the book, reading them pages over the 
phone. 

One major source, Howard Smith, was hip to the game. He 
told the reporter that he had never been quoted so accurately 
as in my book. Then he added: “You'll never be allowed to 
print that statement.” The reporter insisted that he would pres- 
ent the facts no matter who they favored—but not a word of 
the Smith interview appeared in Rolling Stone. 

Considering the natural tendency to forget what one has 
said years before or to back down in the face of pressure or 
dissociate oneself from an embarrassing statement, it was sur- 
prising how little dirt Rolling Stone came up with. Although its 
reporters prodded their sources vigorously, demanding, “Did 
Goldman give you money?” “Did he ask about drugs?” nothing 
damning was discovered. The reporters cited a street cat 
named Tony Monero, who claimed the information credited to 
him in the book was not on his tape of the interview. Naturally 
it was not, because it came from the previous interview, which, 
oddly, he forgot. And so on. When all was said and done, Jann 
Wenner was left with chickenshit. 

Just after Rolling Stone hit the stands, Newsweek came out 
with a cover story on the Lennon controversy. One of the tar- 
gets of the story was Rolling Stone, whose inept and ignorant 
reporters were razzed, even as Jann Wenner's highly preju- 
dicial relationship with Yoko Ono was made public knowledge. 
Wenner, who is as self-righteous as anybody in the rock es- 
tablishment, was outraged by this slap in the face. One thing 
you can say about the Lennon book: It brought out the worst 
in everyone, producing the sort of imbroglio that would have 
made that great reader of newspapers and magazines, John 
Lennon, laugh his ass off. 

That Lennon himself might have taken a different line than 
his defenders was the theme of one of the few writers to come 
to my defense, the gadfly of the British press, Julie Burchill. 
She found it hilarious that the rockers of the sixties, those 
flamboyant symbols of freedom, mockery, and rebellion, should 
now be behaving like Victorian ladies horrified at the thought 
of sexual improprieties. She also pointed out the hypocrisy 
entailed in assailing the government for its infringements on 
free speech while calling for the boycott of a book that speaks 
freely about a rock hero. Pointing her finger at the rock press 
corps, a choice lot of suck-ups and freeloaders, she con- 
cluded on an ironic note: “If the young John Lennon—noble 
savage Scouse untouched by silly drugs, silly gurus, and silly 
women—came back today, | doubt that he would have any 
time for his defenders who display the very same reverential 
blind faith he found so repulsive. No, the hand he would shake 
would be the hand of Professor Goldman—a man as gifted, 
cynical, and iconoclastic as himself.” 

Another intelligent and disinterested comment came from a 
columnist for the Sunday Times, Robert Sandall. He asked 
whether rock stars are worthy of “being raised on the pedestal 
that biography implies.” He also pointed to the curiously unreal 
character of rock stars, who are, as | had argued, as much the 
creation of the public and the media as they are of their own 
imaginations. What he failed to see was that all show-biz per- 


formers suffer from this same existential ambiguity. What's more, 
he failed to recognize how the pop star has long been the 
model for the modern political leader. When Thomas Mann 
wrote his profound parable of fascism, “Mario and the Magi- 
cian,” who did he invoke as his symbol of the dictator? A sleazy 
but charismatic vaudeville performer with a genius not just for 
turning on his audience but for responding to their subtlest 
subliminal leadings and promptings. Though it struck Sandall 
as strange that a former college professor should devote years 
to the minute study of a rock star, the fact is that Elvis and 
Lennon are archetypal figures of our age, comparable in im- 
portance to the generals, presidents, and prime ministers of 
other times. Social leaders are symbols of their societies, and 
there are no better symbols than those whom societies have 
spontaneously acclaimed as their heroes. 

Julie Burchill also missed an important point in her back- 
handing of the rock establishment—one with which Sandall 
concluded—by asking why this biography of John Lennon 
had created such an enormous sensation, far surpassing any- 
thing the pop world could produce. This was an issue that 
Newsweek had also raised, returning no better answer than 
the audacity of the book's claims. The real reason, Sandall 
argued, was that there had been a steady whitewashing of the 
sixties for the past 20 years that has made that age by now a 
totally different thing from what it was in fact. “The golden age 
of pop,” he wrote, “was in reality a far darker, more destructive, 
turbulent, and antisocial thing than we now care to admit. 
Goldman has touched a nerve in reminding us that Lennon 
was a child of the other 1960s that we are now trying so hard 
to forget.” The real question is, however, why are we trying so 
hard to forget the truth? 

The answer was borne in upon me time and again as | 
watched the Lennon episode unfold. What was most aston- 
ishing was the refusal of highly intelligent and well-schooled 
young adults to believe that life can be so nasty. Until | read 
the reviews of my book, | labored under the delusion that the 
Current generation had seen everything and must surely be 
the most sophisticated in history. How wrong | was! The truth 
is that this generation has heard of everything, but they have 
experienced far less than their counterparts in the sixties. 
Brought up to be as self-protective as their predecessors were 
reckless, the new generation lives hemmed in by taboos about 
food, drink, drugs, sex, aggression, and even language that 
would have been unthinkable even ten years ago. Along with 
these self-imposed prohibitions has grown up a new style of 
being, a new decorum that harks back to an era long distant. 

Today we are living at the dawn of a new Victorian Age, a 
new cycle of repression of vital impulses and denial of un- 
bearable truths. Like the Victorians, the white middle class is 
poised precariously in its soft cocoon atop a seething under- 
class that is continually threatening disaster with its crimes, 
diseases, addictions, and anarchic disregard for authority. As 
nobody knows what to do about most of these dangers, the 
only alternative is to act as if they don't exist: to see no evil, 
hear no evil, and speak no evil. A book like The Lives of John 
Lennon is repugnant to contemporary taste because to those 
whose motto is “Don’t make waves!” nothing could be worse 
than a “shit disturber.” 

In its final phase the Lennon controversy degenerated into 
pure persecution. The first unmistakable sign that the game 
was getting rough was the appearance of the highly popular 
U2 film and album, Rattle and Hum. Sounding like an update 
of the style of the Who circa 1969, the soundtrack testified 
monotonously to the creative bankruptcy of rock. It also ex- 
ploited the Lennon controversy by snarling threats to my life. 
First | was threatened with “instant karma,” or immediate pun- 
ishment, then, as if that were not strong enough, the singer 
threatened that he might get me first: “| don’t believe in Gold- 
man / His type like a curse / Instant karma’s gonna get him / 
If | don't get him first.” Once again | was listening to the threats 
of the Elfans, only instead of them being scrawled on yellow- 
tablet paper, they were being belted out in stadiums or played 
on Top 40 stations, encouraging all the killer nerds on the 
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lunatic fringe to come after me. 
The next troublesome development 
came in a report from my chief re- 


searcher. She informed me that she had © 


been approached by the one-time sec- 
retary of a powerful figure in the music 
business, who had made her a startling 
offer. This emissary had said that her 
people were prepared to pay a lot of 
money if my researcher would give her 
“the dirt on Albert Goldman.” This was a 
significant development for many rea- 
sons, not the least of which was the im- 
plication that people in the music busi- 
ness were getting uncomfortable about 
the revelations in my books, especially 
those concerning finances. This had first 
become an important issue with Elvis, 
where a lot of evidence had surfaced that 
Elvis was being manipulated by criminal 
elements. 

One of the many things that the current 
generation doesn't want to be reminded 
of is the fact that the music business has 
always been a dirty business with strong 
ties to organized crime and a long tra- 
dition of corrupting the media. One of the 
dangers that researchers in this field run 
is that they will unwittingly stumble across 
something that will alarm the crooks, who 
are paranoid from the jump. 

This lesson was driven home by the 
death of my friend Linda Kuehl, who after 
working for years on a carefully re- 
searched biography of Billie Holiday was 
found dead one night in Washington, D.C., 
after dropping from the terrace of a hotel 
room. Immediately suspicious, | had 
called around and learned that the police 
had not been satisfied that the death was 
asuicide. (Linda had been applying cold 
cream to her face just before she went 
over the railing.) | also learned that she 
had been running scared because she 
was getting calls from strangers who kept 
admonishing her: “Why don’t you just 
write about the music?” 

When | returned to the States, | found 
all the people in my camp dismayed by 
the beating we had taken at the hands of 
the media. The press and TV had jumped 
between the book and the public, per- 
suading potential readers to give the book 
the go-by. Reader interest had been 
enormous when the first excerpts were 
published in People. A friend who was 
flying to L.A. from New York counted 33 
people reading the story on the plane. 
When she disembarked, a stewardess 
asked for my friend’s copy. No sooner did 
the book become available than it landed 
on the chart at No. 2. But once the media 
barrage began, the book began to falter. 
After only ten weeks on the list, it dropped 
dead. Final sales figures are not avail- 
able as | write, but it is unlikely that the 
hardcover edition sold more than 150,000 
copies—respectable, but far from a 
blockbuster. Of course, you can read 
these figures another way. You could say 
that no matter how hard the media labor 
to beat down a book, they can’t succeed 
entirely. There will always be tens of thou- 
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sands of Americans who will want to make 
up their own minds. 

My persecution reached the pits with 
“The Morton Downey, Jr. Show.” | realize, 
of course, that it is an honor to be mugged 
by this bully. The only thing one should 
fear from such a creature is its embrace. 
Yet witnessing his yahoo circus was no 
fun. It was rather like watching Hitler in 
his early days in the Munich beer halls. 
Downey had sharked up a gaggle of hys- 
terical exhibitionists, many of whom were 
costumed in T-shirts with the Ghostbus- 
ters symbol over a picture of my book's 
cover. With their contorted faces and 
screaming, spittle-spewing mouths, they 
looked like lunatics. Only one of them had 
made a significant contribution to the 
book: John Brower, who had supplied a 
lot of information for two of the 73 chap- 
ters. | had read these chapters to him 
and he had endorsed them enthusiasti- 
cally. Now, he was desperate to disso- 
ciate himself from his own testimony. On 
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the show he charged that | had totally 
distorted the facts. Later, when | con- 
fronted him in print, he conceded that the 
facts were correct but insisted that | had 
distorted the “spirit” of his narrative. The 
spirit was okay on the day he approved 
the chapters for publication. 

The most incongruous figure on the 
program was a rival author, Steven 
Gaines, who had collaborated with Peter 
Brown, Brian Epstein’s aide-de-camp, in 
authoring a book, The Love You Make, 
notable only for its cruel and scandalous 
portrait of Brian Epstein. | was puzzled 
throughout the controversy by how 
Gaines constantly went out of his way to 
attack me. | attributed his bad-mouthing 
to professional jealousy because he 
quoted ridiculously inflated earnings for 
his own work. Then | discovered that his 
book was about to be reprinted, an event 
so unimportant that his only way of fo- 
cusing attention on it was to slander me. 

What the Downey show resembled 
most was an animal act, with the host 
striding about the arena cracking his ver- 
bal whip as he prodded his savage 
beasts to perform their clumsy tricks. The 
most startling moment came at the end, 


when one of the animals turned on Gaines 
and began to attack him as if he were 
Albert Goldman. Earlier in the show, 
Downey had dropped my book into a tank 
that he claimed was full of piranhas. Now 
this enraged guest grabbed Gaines's 
book and fed it to the fish. 

When the storm over The Lives of John 
Lennon subsided, after raging for four 
months, it appeared that no other book 
in modern times had created such an up- 
roar. Then the Salman Rushdie affair 
commenced. The parallels were remark- 
able. The furor was aroused in each case 
by the explicit or implicit charge that the 
author was guilty of blasphemy. Though 
Rushdie was a novelist, whose work be- 
longed to the realm of imagination, and | 
was a biographer bound entirely to fact, 
we were perceived by the faithful in pre- 
cisely the same light: as men who had 
set out deliberately to offend the sensi- 
bilities of millions of decent believers in 
order to attract attention to ourselves and 
earn easy fortunes. Proud, bad men we 
were, puffed up with our own conceit and 
indifferent to the damage we caused with 
our false and evil writings. It was even 
suggested that we were in league with 
the enemy, Rushdie with the Western 
powers, and | with the forces of cultural 
reaction typified by Allan Bloom, the pro- 
fessor who had excoriated American ed- 
ucation and American culture in general. 

That the youth culture of the West, 
which has always made a fetish of 
“peace” and “love,” should react to a dis- 
senting viewpoint with the same kind of 
savage bigotry as that of the Ayatollah 
Khomeini will come at first as a shock— 
but the rock world has always presented 
two faces, one symbolized by Wood- 
stock, the other by Altamont. Hailed at its 
first appearance as the salvation of our 
world, as the dawn of a new age that 
would make 5,000 years of Western civ- 
ilization “irrelevant,” the highly promising 
counter-culture of the sixties was no 
sooner ripe than it was rotten. In the early 
seventies, it suffered a profound moral 
decay, marked by the self-destruction of 
several of its most famous heroes. Then 
it came to terms with the real values of 
the present day: self and money. Trans- 
formed into a highly profitable branch of 
the mass-entertainment industry, rock 
became the narcissistic ritual of the 
dream world brought to focus on MTV. 
Bereft of talent and originality, ithas been 
sustained for the past 20 years by that 
inexhaustible resource, the naiveté of 
children. 

Despite its fundamental corruption, 
rock has clung fast to its claim of moral 
righteousness. By rewriting its history and 
intimidating its potential critics, it has 
protected itself from the sort of searching 
examination that has been given to every 
other American institution. Yet only when 
rock is probed deeply—as it was in Elvis 
and Lennon—does it openly betray its 
real character. Then it reacts like any cult 
or racket—by threatening murder.O+-_ 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 189 


guard. “There must be some royal offi- 
cials. | just want to see my father.” 

“There's a clerk and a steward up 
there,” the guard replied. “Did you say 
the Earl of Shiring was your father?” 

“Yes.” Her heart missed a beat. “Do 
you know anything about him?” 

“| Know where he is.” 

“Where?” 

“In the jail right here at the castle.” 

So close! “Where's the jail?” 

The guard jerked a thumb over his 
shoulder. “Down the hill, past the chapel, 
opposite the main gate.” Excluding them 
from the keep had gratified his mean 
streak and now he was informative. “You'd 
better see the jailer. His name is Odo, 
and he's got deep pockets.” 

The jail was a semi-derelict stone 
building that looked as if it might once 
have been a house for a royal official, a 
chancellor or bailiff of some kind, before 
it fell into disrepair. The upper story, which 
once had been the hall, was completely 
ruined, having lost most of its roof. Only 
the undercroft remained whole. Here 
there were no windows, just a big wooden 
door with iron studs. The door stood 
slightly ajar. 

The gloomy interior smelled of old dirt 
and corruption. The undercroft had once 
been an open storeroom, but it had later 
been divided into small compartments by 
hastily built rubble walls. Somewhere in 
the depths of the building a man was 
moaning monotonously, just like a monk 
chanting services alone in a church. The 
area just inside the door formed a small 
lobby, with a chair, a table, and a fire in 
the middle of the floor. A big stupid-look- 
ing man with a sword at his belt was lack- 
adaisically sweeping the floor. He looked 
at Aliena and Richard. “What do you 
want?” 

“I’m here to see my father,” Aliena said. 
“He's the Earl of Shiring.” 

“No, he’s not,” said the jailer. “He's just 
plain Bartholomew now.” 

“To hell with your distinctions, jailer. 
Where is he?” 

“How much have you got?” 

Aliena gave him a penny. “How is he? 
Just tell me that—please? Is he all right?” 

“No, he’s not,” the jailer said. “He's 
dying. Now get out of here.” 

He pointed to an archway in the stone 
wall to their right. “Bartholomew is that 
way.” 

Aliena peered apprehensively in the 
direction Odo had indicated. Holding the 
candle’ up high, she went through the 
archway and found herself in a tiny square 
vestibule. The light of the candle showed 
three heavy doors, each barred on the 
outside. Odo called out, “Straight in front 
of you.” 

Aliena said, “Lift the bar, Richard.” 

Richard took the heavy wooden bar out 
ofits brackets and stood it up against the 
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wall. Aliena pushed the door open and 
sent up a quick silent prayer. 

The cell was dark but for the light of 
her candle. She hesitated in the doorway, 
peering into the moving shadows. The 
place smelled like a privy. A voice said, 
“Who is it?” 

Aliena said, “Father?” She made out a 
dark figure sitting on the straw-covered 
floor. 

‘Aliena?” There was incredulity in the 
voice. “Is that Aliena?” Itsounded like Fa- 
ther's voice, but older. 

Aliena went closer, holding the candle 
up. He looked up at her, the light caught 
his face, and she gasped in horror. 

He was hardly recognizabl 

He had always been a thin man, but 
now he looked like a skeleton. He was 
filthy dirty and dressed in rags. “Aliena!” 
he said. “It is you!” His face twisted into 
a smile, and it was like the grin of a skull. 

Aliena burst into tears. Nothing could 
have prepared her for the shock of seeing 
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him so. transformed. It was the most 
dreadful thing imaginable. She knew in- 
stantly that he was dying; the vile Odo 
had told the truth. But he was still alive, 
still suffering, and painfully pleased to see 
her. She had been determined to stay 
calm, but now she lost control completely 
and fell to her knees in front of him, weep- 
ing with great racking sobs that came 
from deep inside her. 

He leaned forward and put his arms 
around her, patting her back as if he were 
comforting a child over a grazed knee or 
a broken toy. “Don't cry,” he said gently. 
“Not when you've made your father so 
happy.” 

Aliena felt the candle taken from her 
hand. Father said, “And that tall young 
man:is my Richard?” 

“Yes, Father,” Richard said stiffly. 

Aliena put her arms around Father, and 
felt his bones like sticks ina sack. He was 
wasting away: There was no flesh be- 
neath his skin. She wanted to say some- 
thing to him, some words of love or com- 
fort, but she could not speak for sobbing. 

“Richard,” he was saying, “you've 
grown! Have you a beard yet?” 

“It's just started, Father, but it’s very 


fair.” 

“Are you both all right?” Father said. 
His voice was slower than it used to be, 
and it quavered occasionally. “How have 
you managed? Where have you been liv- 
ing? They wouldn't tell me anything about 
you—it was the worst torture they could 
have devised. But you seem fine—fit and 
healthy! This is wonderful!” 

Mention of torture made Aliena wonder 
whether he had suffered physical tor- 
ments, but she did not ask him: She was 
afraid of what he might tell her. Instead 
she answered his questions with a lie. 
“We're fine, Father.” She knew that the 
truth would be devastating to him. It would 
destroy this moment of happiness and fill 
the last days of his life with an agony of 
self-reproach. “We've been living at the 
castle and Matthew has been taking care 
of us.” 

“But you can't live there anymore,” he 
said. “The king has made that fat oaf 
Percy Hamleigh the earl now—he'll have 
the castle.” 

So he knew about that. “It's all right,” 
she said. “We've moved out. We decided 
to come to Winchester to ask the king to 
make some provision for us, but he—” 

“No use,” Father interrupted briskly, 
before she could explain why they had 
failed to see the king. “He wouldn't do 
anything for you.” 

Aliena was hurt by his dismissive tone. 
She had done her best, against the odds, 
and she wanted him to say Well done, not 
That was a waste of time. He had always 
been quick to correct and slow to praise. 
“| ought to be used to it,” she thought. 
Submissively, she said, “What should we 
do now, Father?” 

He shifted his sitting position, and there 
was a clanking noise. Aliena realized with 
a shock that he was in chains. He said, 
“| had one chance to hide some money 
away. It wasn’t much of a chance, but | 
had to take it. | had fifty bezants in a belt 
under my shirt. | gave the belt to a priest.” 

“Fifty!” Aliena was surprised. A bezant 
was a gold coin. They were not minted in 
England but came from Byzantium. She 
had never seen more than one at a time. 
A bezant was worth 24 silver pennies. 
Fifty were worth .. . she could not figure 
it out. 

“Which priest?” said Richard practi- 
cally. 

“Father Ralph, of the church of St. Mi- 
chael, near the North Gate.” 

“Is he a good man?” Aliena asked. 

“| hope so. | really don’t know. On the 
day the Hamleighs brought me to Win- 
chester, before they locked me up in here, 
| found myself alone with him, just for a 
few moments, and | knew it would be my 
only chance. | gave him the belt and 
begged him to keep it for you. Fifty be- 
zants is worth five pounds of silver.” 

Five pounds. As this news sunk in, Al- 
iena realized thatthe money would trans- 
form their existence. She said, “When 
we've got the money, what shall we do? 
We must get you freed.” 
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“I’m not coming out,” he said harshly. 
“Forget about that. If | weren't dying al- 
ready they'd have hanged me.” 

Aliena gasped. How could he talk that 
way? 

“Why are you shocked?” he said. “The 
king has to get rid of me, but this way | 
won't be on his conscience.” 

Richard said, “Father, this place is not 
well guarded while the king is away. With 
a few men | could break you out.” 

Aliena knew that was not going to hap- 
pen. Richard did not have the ability or 
the experience to organize a rescue, and 
he was too young to persuade men to 
follow him. She was afraid Father would 
wound Richard by pouring scorn on the 
proposal, but all he said was, “Don't even 
think about it. If you break in here, I'll re- 
fuse to go out with you.” 

Aliena knew there was no point in ar- 
guing with him once he had made up his 
mind. But it broke her heart to think of 
him ending his days in this stinking jail. 
However, it occurred to her that there was 
a lot she could do to make him more 
comfortable here. She said, “Well, if you're 
going to stay here, we can clean the place 
up and get fresh rushes. We'll bring hot 
food in for you every day. We'll get some 
candles, and perhaps we could borrow 
a Bible for you. You can have a fire—” 

“Stop!” he said. “You're not going to do 
any of that. | will not have my children 
wasting their lives hanging around a jail 
house waiting for an old man to die.” 

Tears came to Aliena’s eyes again. “But 
we can't leave you like this!” 

“Before you leave me, | want you both 
to swear an oath,” he commanded. 

Aliena was shocked. He had always 
counseled against oath-taking. Jo swear 
an oath is to put your soul at risk, he would 
say. Never take an oath unless you're sure 
you would rather die than break it. And 
he was here because of an oath: The other 
barons had broken their word and ac- 
cepted Stephen as king, but Papa had 
refused. He would rather die than break 
an oath, and here he was, dying. 

“Give me your sword,” he said to 
Richard. 

Richard handed it over. 

Father took it and reversed it, holding 
out the hilt. “Kneel down.” 

Richard knelt in front of Father. 

“Put your hand on the hilt.” Father 
paused, as if gathering his strength; then 
his voice rang out like a peal of bells. 
“Swear by Almighty God, and Jesus 
Christ, and all the saints, that you will not 
rest until you are earl of Shiring and lord 
of all the lands | ruled.” 

Aliena was surprised and somewhat 
awestruck. She had expected Father to 
demand some general promise, such as 
to tell the truth always and fear God; but 
no, he was giving Richard a very specific 
task, one that might take a lifetime. 

Richard took a deep breath and spoke 
with a shake in his voice. “| swear by Al- 
mighty God, and Jesus Christ, and all the 
saints, that | will not rest until | am earl of 
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Shiring, and lord of all the lands you ruled.” 

Papa sighed, as if he had completed 
an onerous task. Then he surprised Al- 
iena again. He turned and proffered the 
hilt of the sword to her. “Swear by Al- 
mighty God, and Jesus Christ, and all the 
saints, that you will take care of your 
brother Richard until he has fulfilled his 
vow.” 

A sense of doom swamped Aliena. This 
was to be their fate, then: Richard would 
avenge Father, and she would take care 
of Richard. For her it would be a mission 
of revenge, for if Richard became earl, 
William Hamleigh would lose his inheri- 
tance. It flashed across her mind that no 
one asked her how she wanted to spend 
her life; but the foolish thought was gone 
as fast as it came. This was her destiny, 
and it was a fit and proper one. She was 
not unwilling, but she knew this was a 
fateful moment, and she had a sense of 
doors closing behind her and the path of 
her life being fixed irrevocably. She put 
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As the boy doubled 
over, William hit him several 
times about the 
eyes and the nose. It was 
not as exciting 
as hitting Aliena, but it was 
satisfying enough. 
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her hand on the hilt of the sword and took 
the oath. Her voice surprised her by its 
strength and resolution. “! swear by Al- 
mighty God, and Jesus Christ, and all the 
saints, that | will take care of my brother 
Richard until he has fulfilled his vow.” She 
crossed herself. It was done. “I've sworn 
an oath,” she thought, “and | must die 
rather than break my word.” The thought 
gave her a kind of angry satisfaction. 

“There,” Father said, and his voice 
sounded weak again. “Now you need 
never come to this place again.” 

She heard that don't-argue note in his 
voice again, but she could not help pro- 
testing against the harshness of his de- 
cision. “Then let us come once again, just 
once, just to bring you a few comforts!” 

“| want no comforts.” 

“Please...” 

“Never. This is a place of despair and 
corruption and death. Now that I’ve seen 
you, and | know you're well, and you've 
promised to rebuild what we have lost, 
I'm content. The only thing that could de- 
stroy my happiness would be to see you 
wasting your time visiting a jail house. Now 
go!” 

“Papa, no!” she protested, although she 


knew it was no use. 

“Listen,” he said, and his voice soft- 
ened at last. “I’ve led an honorable life, 
and now I’m going to die. I’ve confessed 
my sins. I'm ready for eternity. Pray for 
my soul. Go.” 

Aliena leaned forward and kissed his 
brow. Her tears fell freely on his face. 
“Good-bye, Father dear,” she whispered. 
She got to her feet. 

Richard bent down and kissed him. 
“Good-bye, Father,” he said unsteadily. 

“May God bless you both, and help you 
keep your vows,” Father said. 

Richard left him the candle. They went 
to the door. At the threshold Aliena turned 
and looked back at him in the unsteady 
light. His fleshless face was set in an 
expression of calm determination that was 
very familiar. She looked at him until tears 
obscured her vision. Then she turned 
away, went through the lobby of the jail- 
house, and stumbled out into the open 
air. 

Richard led the way. Aliena was 
stunned with grief. It was as if Father had 
already died; but it was worse, for he was 
still suffering. She heard Richard asking 
for directions, but she paid no attention. 
She gave no thought to where they were 
going until he stopped outside a small 
wooden church with a lean-to hovel be- 
side it. “This must be St. Michael's,” Rich- 
ard said. 

The lean-to at the side of the church 
had to be the priest's house. It had one 
shuttered window. The door stood open. 
They went in. 

Near the fire a man sat on a chair, 
drinking from a large cup. He was a small, 
thin man of about 50 years, with a red 
nose and wispy gray hair. He wore ordi- 
nary, everyday clothes, a dirty undershirt 
with a brown tunic and clogs. 

“Father Ralph?” said Richard. 

“What if | am?” he replied. 

Richard said, “Well, Father Ralph, | am 
the son of Bartholomew, the Ear! of Shir- 
ing.” 

The man paused in his eating and 
looked up at them. There was hostility in 
his face, and something else Aliena could 
not read—fear? Guilt? He returned his 
attention to his dinner, but mumbled, 
“What do you want with me?” 

Aliena felt a tug of fear. 

“You know what | want,” Richard said. 
“My money. Fifty bezants.” 

“1 don't know what you're talking about,” 
Ralph said. 

The man was lying, of course; but what 
could they do about it? Richard pressed 
on stubbornly. “My father left money with 
you—fifty bezants. He told you to give it 
to me. Where is it?” 

“Your father gave me nothing.” 

“He said he did—" 

“He lied, then.” 

That was one thing you could be sure 
Father had not done. Aliena spoke for the 
first time. “You're the liar, and we know it.” 

Ralph shrugged. “Complain to the 
sheriff.” 


“Whatever you do, don't ask him to show you his dick.” 
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“You'll be in trouble if we do. They cut 
off the hands of thieves in this city.” 

The shadow of fear briefly crossed the 
priest’s face, but it was gone in a mo- 
ment, and his reply was defiant. “It will 
be my word against the word of a jailed 
traitor—if your father lives long enough 
to give evidence.” ; 

Aliena realized he was right. There 
would be no independent witnesses to 
say that Father had given him the money, 
for the whole idea was that it was a se- 
cret, money that could not be taken away 
by the king or Percy Hamleigh or any other 
carrion crows who flocked around the 
possessions of a ruined man. 

Richard said, “What shall we do, then?” 

Aliena gave in to a sudden furious im- 
pulse. “Burn down his house,” she said. 
She stepped to the middle of the room 
and kicked the fire with her wooden clogs, 
scattering burning logs. The rushes 
around the fireplace caught immediately. 

“Hey!” Ralph yelled. He half-rose from 
his seat, dropping his bread and spilling 
the stew in his lap; but before he could 
get to his feet, Aliena was on him. She 
felt completely out of control; she acted 
without thinking. She pushed him, and he 
slipped off the chair and tumbled to the 
floor. She was astonished at how easy it 
was to knock him down. She fell on him, 
landing with her knees on his chest and 
winding him. Mad with rage, she thrust 
her face close to his and screamed, “You 
lying, thieving, godless heathen, I’m going 
to burn you to death!” 

His eyes flicked to one side and he 
looked even more terrified. Following his 
glance, Aliena saw that Richard had 
drawn his sword and was holding it ready 
to strike. The priest’s dirty face went pale, 
and he whispered, “You're a devil. . .” 

“You're the one who steals money from 
poor children!” Out of the corner of her 
eye she saw a stick with one end burning 
brightly. She picked it up and held the 
hot end close to his face. “Now |'’m going 
to burn out your eyes, one by one. First 
the left eye—” 

“No, please,” he whispered. “Please 
don't hurt me.” 

Aliena was thrown by the rapidity with 
which he crumbled. She realized that the 
rushes were burning all around her. 
“Where's the money, then?” she said ina 
voice which suddenly sounded normal. 

The priest was still terrified. “Under the 
stone behind the altar.” 

Aliena looked up at Richard. “Guard 
him while | go and look,” she said. “If he 
moves, kill him.” 

Richard said, “Allie, the house will burn 
down.” 

Aliena went to the corner and lifted the 
lid of the barrel. It was half full of beer. 
She grasped the rim and-pulled it over. 
Beer flowed all over the floor, soaking the 
rushes and putting out the flames. 

Aliena walked out of the house. She 
knew she really had been ready to put 
out the priest’s eyes, but instead of feel- 
ing ashamed she was overwhelmed by 
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a sense of her own power. She had re- 
solved not to let people make her a vic- 
tim, and she had proved she could keep 
her resolution. She strode up to the front 
of the church and tried the door. It was 
fastened with a small lock. She could have 
gone back to the priest for the key, but 
instead she drew the dagger from her 
sleeve, inserted the blade in the crack of 
the door, and broke the lock. The door 
swung open and she marched inside. 

It was the poorest kind of church. There 
was no furniture other than the altar and 
no decoration except for some crude 
paintings on the lime-washed wood of the 
walls. In one corner, a single candle flick- 
ered beneath a small wooden effigy, 
which presumably represented St. Mi- 
chael. Aliena’s triumph was disturbed for 
a moment by the realization that five 
pounds presented a terrible temptation 
to aman as poor as Father Ralph. Then 
she put sympathy out of her mind. 

The floor was earth, but there was a 
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Aliena was possessed 
by an uncontrollable rage. 
“Shut your mouth!” 
she screamed. “We're not going 
to tell anyone 
what they did—never! 
Never! Never!” 
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single large stone slab behind the altar. 
It made a rather obvious hiding place, 
but of course no one would bother to rob 
a church as visibly poor as this. Aliena 
went down on one knee and pushed the 
stone. It was very heavy and did not move. 
She began to feel anxious. Richard could 
not be relied upon to keep Ralph quiet 
indefinitely. The priest might get away and 
call for help, and then Aliena would have 
to prove that the money was hers. In- 
deed, that might be the least of her wor- 
ries now that she had attacked a priest 
and broken into a church. She felt a chill 
of anxiety as she realized that she was 
on the wrong side of the law now. 

That frisson of fear gave her extra 
strength. With a mighty heave she moved 
the stone an inch or two. It covered a hole 
about a foot deep. She managed to move 
the stone a little farther. Inside the hole 
was a wide leather belt. She put her hand 
in and drew the belt out. 

“There!” she said aloud. “I’ve got it!” It 
gave her great satisfaction to think that 
she had defeated the dishonest priest and 
retrieved her father’s money. Then, as she 
stood up, she realized that her victory 
was unqualified: The belt felt suspi- 
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ciously light. She unfastened the end and 
tipped out the coins. There were only ten 
of them. Ten bezants were worth a pound 
of silver. 

What had happened to the rest? Father 
Ralph had spent it! She became enraged 
again. Her father’s money was all she had 
in the world, and a thieving priest had 
taken four-fifths of it. She marched out of 
the church, swinging the belt. On the 
street, a passerby looked startled when 
he caught her eye, as if there was some- 
thing odd about her expression. She took 
no notice and went into the priest's house. 

Richard was standing over Father 
Ralph, with his sword at the priest's throat. 
As Aliena came through the door she 
screamed, “Where's the rest of my fa- 
ther’s money?” 

“Gone,” the priest whispered. 

She knelt by his head and put her knife 
to his face. “Gone where?” 

“| spent it,” he confessed in a voice 
hoarse with fear. 

Aliena wanted to stab him, or beat him, 
or throw him into a river; but none of it 
would do any good. He was telling the 
truth. She looked at the overturned bar- 
rel: A drinking man could get through a 
great deal of beer. She felt as if she might 
explode with frustration. “I’d cut off your 
ear if | could sell it for a penny,” she hissed 
at him. He looked as if he thought she 
might cut it off anyway. 

Richard said anxiously, “He's spent the 
money. Let’s take what we've got and go.” 

He was right, Aliena realized reluc- 
tantly. Her anger began to evaporate, 
leaving behind a residue of bitterness. 
There was nothing to be gained by fight- 
ing the priest anymore, and the longer 
they stayed, the more chance there was 


that someone would come in and cause 


trouble. She stood up. ‘All right,” she said. 
She put the gold coins back in the belt 
and buckled it around her waist beneath 
her cloak. She pointed a finger at the 
priest. “| may come back one day and kill 
you,” she spat. She went out. 

She strode away along the narrow 
street. Richard caught up with her, hur- 
rying. “You were wonderful, Allie!” he said 
excitedly. “You scared him half to death— 
and you got the money!” 

She nodded. “Yes, | did,” she said 
sourly. She was still tense, but now that 
her fury had abated, she felt deflated and 
unhappy. 

He was silent for a moment, then he 
said, “You're awfully grumpy, Allie.” 

Aliena sighed. “| know.” And she 
thought, Why do ! feel this way? | should 
be proud. | brought us here from the cas- 
tle, | defended my brother, | found my 
father, | got our money. . . . Yes, and | stuck 
a knife into a fat man’s belly and made 
my brother kill him, and | held a burning 
stick to a priest’s face, and | was ready 
to put his eyes out. 

“Is it because of Father?” said Richard 
sympathetically. 

“No, it’s not,” Aliena replied. “It’s be- 
cause of me.”O+-g 
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he said. Finally, Simon told me to start 
stroking my dick. As if he had some mag- 
ical power over us, we did just what he 
told us. Simon told me to rub the head of 
my cock over Carmen's nipples. She 
started sucking my cock at his request. 
Simon told us that he was stroking his 
dick and wished he could shoot his come 
into my wife’s pussy. He asked her if she 
was ready for some real cock. She said, 
“I'm so juicy. | need a big dick in my pussy. 
| want to feel hot come shoot into my cunt.” 
Simon said for Carmen to get on all 
fours, and that she was going to get 
fucked from behind. He told me to get 
behind her and slowly work my cock into 
her; then he directed Carmen to tell him 
what was going on. | ran my cock over 
her cunt lips and began to slowly fill her. 
She was cooing and moaning about how 
good a hard dick felt inside her pussy. 
She told Simon how | was sliding in and 
out of her cunt. She surprised me when 
she said that she wished it were him! 
Simon said if he were there, his dick 
would be in her mouth and he would shoot 
aload of come over her tongue. | told him 
that | was getting ready to fill her cunt. 
Simon said that when | come | should 
shoot my load in her. Carmen said, “Yes, 
shoot your load.” Simon told Carmen to 
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let him know when | was going to come. 
My wife’s tits slapped together while | 
squeezed the cheeks of her ass and ran 
my dick into her snatch. | felt | was ready 
to come. Carmen yelled, “He's coming!” 
as | shot my hot come into her, and we 
both collapsed onto the bed. Before he 
hung up, Simon said for us to call any- 
time. We haven't called back yet, but who 
knows? So if you get a call that seems a 
little strange at first, don’t hang up too 
quickly. It may be us!—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


OVERTIME 
| went back to my office late one evening 
to finish some reports that | had put off 
for too long. To my surprise, one of the 
secretaries, Leslie, was still there work- 
ing. | chatted with her for a while about 
our work overload and then headed back 
to my office. Leslie is a very pretty girl, 
with beautiful black hair and enticing blue 
eyes. 

| tried to work, but | couldn't concen- 
trate while thinking about Leslie in the next 
room. Soon she came into my office to 
wish me a good night. Before she had 
time to leave, | got up from behind my 
desk and kissed her. To my amazement, 
she kissed me back. | stepped back in 
shock, because | thought that she would 
slap me, and looked hungrily into her sexy 
eyes. She smiled and motioned for me to 


kiss her again. 


This time my kiss was more passion- 
ate, and | slid my hand under her blouse 
and cupped one of her small but firm 
breasts. Within seconds our clothes were 
sprawled all over the floor. | ran my fin- 
gers over her breasts and teased her thick 
nipples. My tongue stroked her pretty 
neck, and my mouth found its way to her 
round breasts. | licked the sides of her 
tits, then seized her nipples with my hot 
breath and lips. As | sucked them ten- 
derly and caressed them gently, her 
breathing grew heavier, and | knew that 
she was becoming more aroused. 

Leslie guided my head downward, past 
her navel, and | could smell her wetness. 
As | reached her mound, her excitement 
increased and my penis began to pulse 
with stronger urges. My tongue moved 
over that luscious mound of hair, then en- 
tered her love pit. Parting her firm thighs, 
| buried my face in her hot, steaming 
pussy. Her clit was level with my lips, and 
| began to lightly suck and lick its moist 
tip. She moved her behind sensually as 
| was eating her, and her hands gestured 
for me to play with her thick nipples once 
again. My penis throbbed as Leslie 
stroked my hair. 

| couldn't wait any longer, so | inserted 
my cock into her heaving pussy. A deep 
groan left her lips, and | could hardly hold 
back the flood of come waiting to fill her. 
Leslie rolled over on top of me and rode 
me hard. | cupped her firm ass and pulled 
her down farther onto my thick dick. While 
we both humped with fury, | sucked her 
nipples wildly and pulled them between 
my fingers. With her eyes closed, she be- 
gan riding faster and faster, until she ex- 
ploded with her first orgasm. We rolled 
over, and | thrust my cock deep within 
her again. As she stroked my nipples, | 
felt as if | was going to burst. Leslie whis- 
pered to let it go, and | erupted with thrust 
after thrust. Then we kissed lightly and 
settled into each other's arms. Neither of 
us knew what the next day would bring, 
but at the time, | don't think we really 
cared.—Name and adaress withheld 


HOT AND HORNY 

As a Navy pilot, some of my best mem- 
ories are of my initial flight training and 
of the good times | had as a student. It 
was with pleasure that | found out that | 
was to return to the same city to be a 
flight instructor. Recently divorced, | 
looked forward to testing my skills with 
the women there. 

As soon as | reported, | looked up a 
good friend who | knew was stationed 
nearby. During our conversation, Jim 
mentioned that he and some friends were 
going boating that Saturday, and he in- 
vited me along. Of course | accepted. 

When | arrived at the dock that Satur- 
day morning, Jim introduced me to his 
co-workers. Several were obviously 
paired off with wives or girlfriends, but 
one woman, Justine, was not. When Jim 
excused himself, | stayed and made small 
talk with Justine. 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 287 
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“Have a hard day, dear?” 
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HANK WILLIAMS, JR. 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 129 


ished in July, and Williams planned a tour 
to begin in September. In the meantime, 
he embarked on a hike across the Con- 
tinental Divide with his Montana friend 
Dick Willey and Willey’s son Walt. 

As they crossed a snowfield on the side 
of Idaho's Ajax Mountain, a rock shifted 
beneath Williams's foot. In an instant, he 
was crashing 500 feet down the side of 
the mountain, coming to a stop only when 
his face made intimate contact with a 
boulder. His head split open from fore- 
head to chin, leaving his brain exposed. 

As Willey went for help, Williams lay in 
the snow for more than two hours, a shirt 
wrapped around his head. Finally a hel- 
icopter arrived. Williams was strapped to 
the outside and taken to a hospital in Mis- 
soula, Montana. He spent almost eight 
hours in surgery and nearly a week in 
intensive care. It would take 12 more op- 
erations over the next few years to put 
Bocephus back together again. 

In early 1976, MGM Records released 
Hank Williams, Jr. and Friends. Critics 
from such unlikely sources as Rolling 
Stone and The Village Voice raved, call- 
ing it one of the best albums of the year. 
From MGM's viewpoint, however, the al- 
bum was a failure, selling very little and 
barely denting the charts. For Williams, it 
was a professional and personal mile- 
stone. 

He took his new show on the road, de- 
termined to play his own music. Essen- 
tially starting over again, he played road- 
houses and honky-tonks. At first he faced 
small, less than enthusiastic crowds that 
didn’t much like the “new” Hank. But as 
Hank senior fans began to stay home, 
Hank junior fans stuck around—younger, 
more boisterous fans who loved guns, 
trucks, Jim Beam, weed, and babes, a 
lot like Hank himself. 

In 1979 he got a gold record for his 
album Family Tradition. For two weeks in 
1982, he had nine albums on the country 
charts at the same time, an accomplish- 
ment still unequaled by any living artist. 
In spite of his sales, chart, and box-office 
success, approval from his peers and 
awards from the industry eluded him. His 
somewhat self-cultivated image as a hell- 
raising, party-animal southern xeno- 
phobe didn't exactly endear him to the 
staid country music establishment. 

After pointed admonishment from an 
unlikely ally—the media—the Academy 
of Country Music (A.C.M.) finally granted 
him the Country Video of the Year award 
in 1985 for his hilarious, star-studded “All 
My Rowdy Friends Are Coming Over To- 
night.” The Country Music Association 
(C.M.A.) followed suit in October with the 
same award. Hank couldn't resist a slight 
jab when accepting his first award, say- 
ing, “You know, | do a little audio, too.” 

In 1986 he was nominated for four 
awards by the A.C.M. He sat in the au- 
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dience at the presentations, humiliated 
when he didn't win a single one. With him 
was his longtime sidekick, aide-de-camp, 
and best friend Merle Kilgore. A per- 
former himself and writer of such country 
classics as ‘Johnny Reb” and “Ring of 
Fire,” Kilgore was reunited with Williams 
by Audrey in 1964 to “help the boy.” The 
one constant in Williams's life, Kilgore 
vowed that Hank, like Scarlett O’Hara, 
would never go hungry again. He took 
over the managerial reins of the Boce- 
phus machine and set to work. 

Williams received the A.C.M.’s Enter- 
tainer of the Year award in 1987, and that 
fall, the coveted C.M.A.’s Entertainer of 
the Year. Upon accepting the latter tro- 
phy, he said, “This is the one ol’ Boce- 
phus has been looking for—| guarantee 
it. | get to looking so long, | thought | was 
going to run out of glasses there for a few 
years.” He again received the nod from 
both organizations in 1988, and a third 
time from the A.C.M. last April. He is one 
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| was a little god. 
People out there crying and 
shaking when they 
touch you. For a child, that 
was heavy stuff. 


es, 


of the few artists to consecutively grab 
the big banana. 

Still, controversy rumbles around the 
outspoken, impulsive, and self-indulgent 
entertainer. “If the South Would Have 
Won,” a single from 1988's platinum re- 
cord Wild Streak, brought national head- 
lines. The New Times in Phoenix, Ari- 
zona, Called it “the most nakedly racist 
anthem to hit the airwaves in years.” Upon 
Williams's receipt of the 1988 Entertainer 
award from the C.M.A., respected coun- 
try music journalist Ed Morris publicly re- 
signed from the organization. 

We asked Nashville journalist Kay West 
to try to wrest a rare interview from this 
very private man. “The Hank Williams, Jr., 
headquarters, employing about two 
dozen people, is in Paris, Tennessee, a 
small town in the western part of the state,” 
she tells us. 

“The huge building (a former night- 
club), which sits alone on Highway 79 
several miles from his home, is un- 
adorned but for a sign that reads Kaw- 
LIGA KORNERS. Inside are his business op- 
erations, a massive mail-order operation, 
fan-club (20,000 members) headquar- 
ters, an outlet open to the public, and a 


recently opened (and still growing) mu- 
seum of Hank senior memorabilia. 

“He keeps his private life private by 
conducting all business here. Casually 
dressed in blue jeans, golf shirt, and 
baseball cap, he doesn’t seem nearly the 
imposing figure he presents onstage. 
When he tilts back his cap and takes off 
his trademark dark glasses, the eyes and 
forehead he keeps publicly under wraps 
are revealed. 

“He sits somewhat restlessly in a 
straight-backed chair at a conference ta- 
ble, friendly but reserved. He is eager to 
talk about his music and his passions, 
but will not harbor inquiries about his pri- 
vate life. He often talks about himself in 
the third person, usually as Bocephus.” 
Bocephus was the childhood nickname 
bestowed on him by his father, after the 
Grand Ole Opry ventriloquist Rod Bras- 
field's wooden dummy. 


You just turned 40 years old this year, 
yet you have been performing for 32 
years. 

Can you believe that? | think about that 
more every day. | would never have 
thought, when | was eight years old, that 
it would last this long. 

Did you look at it as a career back then? 
A job? 

Oh no. Not to an eight-year-old. It was 
playtime back then. 

At what point did you realize who your 
father was, what he meant to people and 
to country music? 

When | was very young. Later, as the 
boy became aman, Daddy became all too 
human. But when | was eight, nine, ten, he 
was a god. And | was going up there every 
weekend and worshiping that god. 

Onstage? 

Sure. And these people would get this 
look in their eyes and tears would run 
down their face. | had power over them. 

Didn't that frighten you? 

No, not at that time. They were just 
Daddy's fans. | thought, Boy, / can take 
this guitar and go out there in front of all 
those people. And by the time | was 16 
years old, when the movie Your Cheatin’ 
Heart came out, | started playing 250 
dates. It was unbelievable. 

When you were younger, you were re- 
sented by many other country artists of 
the day. All you had to do was step on- 
stage and say your name. 

Oh yes, that was it. That’s all | had to 
do. It didn’t matter who else was on the 
bill. A kid’s going to steal a show, anyway. 
So the son of Hank Williams is going to 
damn sure steal a show. They said it was 
worse than following his daddy, because 
you're following a ghost. 

Later on, | got all these Doc Watson 
and Jerry Reed records, and playtime 
became fun time. So here | am, cloning 
Hank Williams on package shows from 
Cincinnati to Detroit. But meanwhile, | was 
in high school doing my combo. 

Rockin’ Randall and the Rockets? 

Right. Talk about schizophrenic. Well, 
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| am a Gemini, two totally different peo- 
ple—doing Hank, and also doing “Louie 
Louie” and “Twist and Shout.” 

Were you happier as Rockin’ Randall? 

Well, they were both fun. Being around 
grown-ups and women and cigarettes 
and booze, for a 13-, 14-year-old? Heyy, | 
wasn't just worshiping God, | was God. | 
was a little god. People out there crying 
and shaking when they touch you. For a 
child, that was heavy stuff. 

Would it be accurate to say you started 
at the top and worked your way to the 
bottom? 

Oh my, yes. When | got down there, 
down to the bottom, | was selling no rec- 
ords at all, on a label that was sinking, 
playing honky-tonks and dumps. 

How did that happen so quickly? In 
1969, you and Johnny Cash had the big- 
gest-grossing show in the history of 
country music, in Detroit. In 1970 you 
signed with MGM Records. What hap- 
pened between then and 1974, when you 
pretty much bottomed out? 

| had become very disenchanted. | was 
tired of cloning Hank. | was having too 
many sleepless nights driving myself in- 
sane. | felt like, well, | can play more than 
three chords. | can write a song. | can 
play drums. | can play piano—hell, | can 
act like Jerry Lee on the piano. That’s 
when | started back up. 

What did you want to do? 

Well, the Friends album is a perfect ex- 
ample of what | did. 

Yes, but that wasn’t until 1975. 

Well, it took that long. It took four years 
of being just about insane. Hospitals. A 
suicide attempt. Drug problems. Re- 
member, though, | use that term in con- 
text of how it was then. We're talking about 
a bunch of musicians sitting around tak- 
ing little benny pills, the kind truck drivers 
took to stay awake. Or little pills to make 
you sleepy. We're not talking about main- 
line heroin or crack, no way. Not this 
country boy, hell no. | don’t want people 
to get the wrong idea. 

You were seeing a psychiatrist, weren't 
you? Was that hard to do? 

No, not when it got to the point where 
| wanted to kill myself. 

Weren't there friends to help you, to tell 
you that you needed help? 

Well, there really weren't a lot of lis- 
teners back then. Maybe that’s why peo- 
ple do that. But that's what | did. | took 
all these pills. They found me in time, and 
took me and had my stomach pumped 
out. You know, I’m leery of people who 
advertise their troubles, try to cash in on 
those things. “Oh, | did this and then | did 
that. | did more than you did,” just trying 
to sell albums or sell books. 

One time was enough for me, | didn't 
try it again. But | was still miserable. | had 
amother who didn’t like what | was doing, 
a manager who didn't like what | was 
doing, a record company that didn't like 
what | was doing, and a wife who insisted 
that she had to find herself. That wasn't 
very long ago, but it seems like a million 
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years, It was another lifetime. 

What advice did your doctor have? 

He said, “Start taking care of you and 
to hell with everyone else.” | was shocked. 
He said, “You've been taught to look like, 
act like, sing like, live like, be like Hank 
Williams. It's been a pretty good edu- 
cation, but you'll do him one better. You'll 
be dead and buried younger than he 
was.” He said something maybe no one 
else wanted to say. That some people 
around me didn't give a damn about me, 
that | was nothing but a source of income. 

So you left Nashville to think. 

Yeah, | did. He was the one that ad- 
vised it. | packed everything into a pickup 
truck that | still owed money on. 

How did you feel? 

Well, | was relieved, but | was also 
pretty balled up inside. | got a song, 
“Whiskey Bent and Hell Bound,” that says 
| get all balled up inside. Well, | was that 
way for several years, '71-2, '3, 4. | went 
down to Montgomery and Pensacola and 
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My skull and brain 
were exposed, my eyeball was 
hanging out. One 
doctor had worked on a lot 
of boys in Vietnam, 
and he said | was worse 
than a lot of them. 
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just blew it out. Just did what | wanted. 

When you left Nashville, you were lis- 
tening to the Allman Brothers, Lynyrd 
Skynyrd. 

Yeah, southern rock was coming on. | 
loved that and the old blues. 

What made you think you, a country 
singer, could make an album like that? 

Well, | thought | had what it took. We 
went to Muscle Shoals, got Toy Caldwell, 
Dickey Betts, a bunch of people. It was 
a turning point in my life and my career. 
It opened my eyes. 

More fun than the 35 albums you had 
already recorded? 

That's exactly right. That was the first 
fun session | had, and they have all been 
fun since then. | can say, “Hey, | want to 
do ‘Lawyers, Guns and Money,’” and 
when you're 31 years old, you can do it. 
Back when | wanted to do “Soul Twist,” 
they said, “You're crazy, you can’t do that, 
you can’t do that kind of music.” 

Did you know how much that album 
would mean to your career? 

Oh yeah, gosh yes. It was very free. It 
was a voice coming out that wasn't bent 
or twisted to sound like anyone else that 
it wasn't. It was just pure Bocephus, and 


that’s the one that started it all. 

So you felt good and you headed to 
Montana. 

Oh yes, feelin’ great, things were work- 
ing out, life's not so bad. So | think I'll go 
take a little break before | tour. I'll climb 
this mountain, and then go up to Canada 
and hunt some sheep in the Northwest 
Territories. And up there, right up on the 
Continental Divide, | fell 500 feet, right 
onto a rock. 

Do you think you would have had the 
will it took to survive had you not just re- 
corded your “career” album? 

Well, the doctors say that. | had some- 
thing to fight for. | remember lying there 
and thinking this is probably the perfect 
place to die. But | could see one hand, 
and | was just tapping the earth with that 
hand. And | thought that as long as | could 
see that hand, | was alive. 

| thought to myself, Lord, I’ve told you 
many times | never wanted to sing again, 
not another damned note, ever. But | could 
feel inside my mouth—no teeth, nothing, 
no gum, no bone. And | thought, Well, / 
guess this did it. | told you | never wanted 
to sing, and | guess | never will. 

Well, | lived. But over a period of a year 
or so, | had to learn to talk again, to smell 
again, to see again and eat again, and 
then to sing again. So | went into power- 
down, like when you have a big electric 
plant and you pull the power way down. 
| was very ugly—twisted face, mangled. 
| thought women were out. No more sing- 
ing, NO more bus parties, no more ducks 
coming into the blind with the sun just 
coming up. 

What did you think you’d do instead? 

Oh, move up into the mountains some- 
where, get a very understanding sheep. 
No, really, you've just got to set your mind. 
lf anything, it made me stronger and a 
little more conscious of my mortality. 

When you were making your way back 
up, did you ever want to just forget it, not 
do it anymore? 

Nope, | didn’t. | was stronger. After 
nearly dying in that hospital, every day 
was a gift. When they brought me in there, 
| didn’t much resemble a human. My skull 
and brain were exposed, my eyeball was 
hanging out. One doctor said he had 
worked on a lot of boys in Vietnam and 
that | was worse than a lot of them. 

It was a pretty big thing to finally smell 
a piece of pie, to see one object instead 
of three or four. To touch and hear. | lost 
a lot of things on that mountain. | went 
through so much surgery, | had to have 
some things done twice. | had to have 
my jaw rebroken because it wasn't set 
right. | had to have my eyeball done twice. 
It rotated the first time and came out un- 
der the lid, ugly and horrible. 

So to me, to play those clubs again, it 
was almost exciting. It was starting all 
over and there were people there just to 
see me. | was doing what | wanted to do, 
and it was nice to be alive. | still had a 
hole in my forehead—that wasn't fixed till 
nearly two years later. | could tense my 
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stomach and the hole in my head would 
move. Oh, it was nasty, it was bad. 

Was it hard to look at yourself? 

Oh yeah. But compared to what | 
looked like when they rolled me into the 
hospital, it wasn't too bad. And | looked 
forward to every operation. And 1'll tell 
you, it was like booking Elvis. Oh, we have 
to get the cheek man. Oh dear, the cheek 
man won't be available for a year. Well, 
then, how about the eye man? Yes, the 
eye man you can have sooner. And they 
were all in different places. Go to Uni- 
versity of Virginia for this, to Montana for 
the other. So | was a busy boy. 

When did you realize the payoff from 
the musical switch? 

When | got my first gold record. It was 
for “Family Tradition.” And that single, it 
just burned up there. In fact, the record 
company didn’t press enough. | remem- 
ber we were in Kansas, and the stores 
had run out of records. That was like when 
they were trying to buy “Lovesick Blues” 
from Hank Williams in Shreveport, and 
they didn’t have enough records. It made 
me feel so good. What that song meant 
to me was that Daddy stopped being a 
god and became my friend. 

“Family Tradition” seemed to let loose 
a tide of songs. 

Oh yeah, songs were just flying out of 
me. | was writing so much. Those were 
good times. And the songs were good- 
time, happy-time party songs. There were 
also some political statements, quite a 
few of those. 

In 1982 you had nine albums on the 
country charts at one time and three No. 7 
singles. Yet you didn’t receive a single 
nomination from any of the country music 
organizations. How did that make you 
feel? 

Well, | called someone in the organi- 
zation, and | was pretty blunt about it. | 
said, look, |’m a realist. I’m not going to 
have nine albums on the charts at one 
time and three No. 1 singles very often. 
All glory is fleeting. What does it take to 
get those nominations? 

In 1986 you had four nominations from 
the A.C.M. and got stood up on national 
television. Was that hard to take? 

Oh, | hated it. It really teed me off. The 
thing is, television is the medium, and 
people watching you sit at an awards 
show in Concord, California—watching 
from Rapid City, South Dakota—they 
don't know how many gold and platinum 
records | have, or how many seats | sell, 
or that my record sales are second only 
to Prince on my label. All they know is 
that when the A.C.M. and the C.M.A. 
come on, so and so gets Entertainer of 
the Year, and so and so gets Album of 
the Year, and Hank Williams gets nothing. 
The bottom line is, the people who were 
winning all those awards when | wasn't, 
they were opening my shows. 

That night in '86, me and Alabama were 
tied for the most nominations. And they 
kept going up there, getting their awards. 
| looked at Merle Kilgore and | said, 
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“Brother, what do you think of this?” Merle 
said, “Brother, I’m going to go to work 
tomorrow when we get back home. You 
will never sit here like this again as long 
as I'm steering this ship.” And boy—you 
think the Jimmy Carter campaign was 
something, a case of someone coming 
from nowhere—Merle came in, got on that 
phone, and | started to learn the inner 
workings of the awards business. 
Merle’s no stranger to the industry. 
No, no, people know him. He's Merle 
Kilgore who wrote “Ring of Fire” when he 
was 18 years old in Shreveport. He car- 
ried Daddy's guitar. So they're talking to 
an old friend, and it really paid off. That’s 
just exactly what happened, and that’s 
the reason | think | got those awards. | 
got the 1985 Video of the Year from the 
C.M.A. for “All My Rowdy Friends.” 
Because of what Merle did? 
Well, a combination of things. Because 
of what he did in the potitics, and hope- 
fully because they heard of what we were 


s 


| fell 500 feet, 
right onto a rock. Then | 
could see one hand, 
and | was just tapping the 
earth with that hand. 
And | thought that as long as 
| could see that 
hand, | was alive. 


Zz 


taking on the road. So the next year, when 
we went out there to California with four 
nominations, Merle was so nervous, he 
about rubbed his mustache off. | felt sorry 
for him. 

Does it get better every year? 

Damned right it does. Especially right 
here in my hometown, in Nashville. You 
know, it takes a lot of politics to get to be 
president, and there's no difference in the 
music business. Merle Kilgore wasn't 
managing me a few years ago, and | know 
how it felt not to win. 

Are you bitter? 

No! Everything happens when it's sup- 
posed to happen. You know, | didn't start 
doing this in the last ten years. Some 
people have made two albums and 
they're instant experts. That’s just not the 
case. We put on a good show, and we 
have many a year to draw from. 

Are you Satisfied, then? 

Well, as many as I've got, | should have 
had a few others before now. There’s a 
lot of people who have a lot more awards 
than | do. | plan on at least catching up. 
See, I've gotten greedy. 

And now you've done a duet with your 
father, “There's a Tear in My Beer.” 


Boy, that’s something. | went down to 
Texas to get a gun. Bill Lister, who played 
guitar with Daddy, is an engraver, and he 
was working on this gun. So he says to 
me, “By the way, | have something for 
you.” Daddy had a new song and he had 
put it on metal acetate and given it to Bill, 
so Bill could learn the guitar. Well, Daddy 
passed away before the song was re- 
corded, and Bill just forgot about it until 
then. It was unbelievable. 

Are there any more? 

Oh, yeah, there's another one, too, that 
he cut right on the back, another brand- 
new song. We'll do that later. I’ve got lots 
of songs in me, though, and I've got lots 
of time. I'll be cutting back on touring in 
1989. It’s good for the mind. 

You'll spend time at home? 

Well, you know where | live. | live in itty- 
bitty small towns. One here on the banks 
of the Tennessee River. My office is ten 
miles from my house. And the other house 
is on the Idaho-Montana border. And it’s 
real hard to get to. Right on the border. 

What's the attraction of these places? 

Well, it’s beautiful and pristine and 
pretty much unchanged. It's clean air and 
lots of hiking, backpacking, photogra- 
phy, camping, fishing. You can find lots 
to do. I’m not an urbanite at all. | don't 
like big cities. 

How do you divide your time? 

| go up to Montana quite a bit. | don't 
do 250 shows~a year anymore. | did 95 
shows in '87 and a few less than that in 
'88. We're talking about 50 shows in ’89. 

A lot of people have a big misconcep- 
tion. They think ol’ Hank Williams is busy 
on the phone all the time, going all the 
time. Well, they're wrong. Now that | have 
that [Cessna] jet, it doesn't take too long. 
If | play Louisville, | can leave Tennessee 
early in the evening, change clothes on 
the bus, and be back home before mid- 
night. I'll be at the farm the next day, 
maybe go to the shooting range. It gives 
me time for my hobbies. 

Which are? 

Hunting and fishing, getting the farms 
ready for hunting season, raising a little 
fish in the ponds. Looking for antiques, 
rebuilding Colts, Smith and Wessons, 
Winchesters. Working on old cars. 

Didn't you get your HwJ logo from Rug- 
ers? 

Well, that’s the black hawk, the Sturm 
Ruger emblem on their guns. It still is. | 
had their permission to use it. i did it out 
of love. They started in 1949, and | was 
born in '49. A lot of kids don't know where 
it came from, they think it's a Hank hawk. 
The exact origin, | think, is from an early 
Prussian flag. 

How long have you been interested in 
guns? 

From the time | can remember. Daddy ~ 
had a pile. | can remember two double 
beds full of revolvers. That sounds like a 
lot, but of course.| could cover a couple 
of condos with mine now. But Daddy 
loved them. He carried two valises of 
them around with him. | used to sneak 
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around and look at them. | remember the 
first Colt | ever shot. | thought, that’s the 
worst experience | ever had in my life, it 
liked to have blown me away. It was a 
.44-.40 Colt single-action. | shot that thing, 
and my God—I couldn't wait to get back 
and put the bullets back and stick it back 
where it was hid. God, | hated it. 

You have an extensive gun collection. 

I've been collecting since | was a child. 
| love to trade them, and at my age | love 
to work on them. You know, | used to be 
a little boy who would look at gun cata- 
logues, and now I'mliving that dream. I'm 
chairman of the National Shooting Sports 
Foundation, and they tell me that in the 
entertainment world, | am it. I’m the kind 
of person they like because I’m not a 
weekend hunter. 

What do you hunt? 

Well, I'd hunt for elk, moose, goat, Cape 
buffalo, leopard, lion, roan, snapping tur- 
tle, fox, raccoon, coyote, wild turkey, 
ducks, geese. ... 

You've been to Africa? 

I've been six times, six safaris. But | 
can be on a very elegant, first-class, ex- 
pensive African safari and have a ball, 
and | can be sitting in the woods in the 
spring here, trying to get a tom turkey, 
and have just as much fun. Like | say in 
my song ‘A Country Boy Can Survive”: 
“I'm not a tourist, I’m your guide.” 

What do you enjoy about hunting? 

The chase, | guess, because I've spent 
several thousand dollars running to Ko- 
diak Island and back after Kodiak bears 
and never getting any. | need to make a 
distinction here. | am not a shooter, I’m a 
hunter. I’ve been up in Yukon Territory, 
trapped in a snowstorm, and | saw some 
sheep and | never shot one. | had already 
decided | was going to get a certain size 
ram or | was going home. It's nice when 
you get to that stage. 

It's not easy. They don't just stand there 
and say, “Oh, please shoot me.” Anyone 
who thinks that hunters just come up on 
helpless animals, well, I'd like them to 
come on up with me sometime. They think 
animals are so stupid. Well, animals are 
so much smarter. If it was the other way 
around, if a white-tailed deer had a rifle 
and he was hunting us, there wouldn't be 
a human left. 

Are you still interested in the Civil War? 

| enjoy it. | have over 20,000 bullets 
that | found. That's from the battle of 
Nashville, Chickamauga, Stones River, 
Franklin, Shiloh. That tells you what hor- 
rible bloody encounters these were. This 
generation—a lot of them don't think 
about that. Where | was raised—the 
house | was raised in—there were once 
dead men all over that yard. 

You have a strong interest in history. 

Oh yeah, | do. | enjoy reading history. 
The Revolutionary War—read what prin- 
ciples this country was founded on. What 
does the Constitution say? There's 
damned few people who can tell you. I'd 
rather read about history than about who's 
bopping who. 
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In 1972, you performed at Nixon's 
election party and, in 1973, at his inau- 
gural ball. Where, politically, do you lie 
now? 

I'm the most liberal conservative in the 
wortd. I’m pretty conservative on jail sen- 
tences, sentences that stick. It's pretty 
easy to get off, especially for the rich, 
and that's really sickening. The police 
have a job and that’s for sure. | have a lot 
of law-enforcement friends. On the other 
hand, I’ve seen some police brutalize 
people, and that really burns me, too. 
Luckily, that problem has gotten more ex- 
posure the last 20 years or so. 

Seeing things on the evening news like 
the Wedtech scandal really bothers me. 
The American people have a right to know 
what’s going on. There's too much cover- 
up going on in government today. | be- 
lieve in finding out the bottom line. 

Naturally, I’m pretty conservative on the 
handgun issue, the gun laws. I’m not very 
liberal on that. History shows us that the 
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first step in weakening a people is to dis- 
arm them. 

Are you misunderstood by your crit- 
ics? 

Well, | think so. All they have to do is 
listen to my songs. Don't just listen to one, 
two songs. Listen to the whole album. 

Let's talk about the controversy that 
surrounded your hit song from last year. 
“If the South Would Have Won” caused 
a furor and even prompted one noted 
country journalist to quit the Country Mu- 
sic Association in protest. 

Well, | never wanted to put that out in 
the first place. | said, “Oh, those SOBs 
will march and, damn, | can see it now.” 
But they [the record company] said, “Oh, 
it's asmash, it’s a hit, let's put it out.” And 
| was thinking, “Oh, critics will have a field 
day with this.” But boom, right out of the 
box, Detroit and Cleveland were the first 
stations on it. That record was so hot it 
burned itself out. The album [Wild Streak] 
went No. 1 in four weeks and stayed there, 
and there's no doubt in my mind that that 
single had a lot to do with it. 

How do you answer the criticism of the 
song? 

We don't. | tried to write something that 


was lighthearted and funny. Whenever | 
do that, | get turned on. 

Many people considered “If the South 
Would Have Won” racist, not funny. 

Oh God, these bleeding hearts. We did 
not get one negative letter in this office. 
Go down to Miami and see if what | wrote 
about isn't true. The crime and the mur- 
der, the National Guard. The D.E.A. will 
tell you they're fighting a losing battle. | 
say throw all the pushers in the slammer, 
and | get told I’m anti-Cuban and anti- 
black. Hey, | don't see colors, | don't care. 
If they’re selling smack to a 12-year-old, 
| don't care if they're black or white or 
Irish or Jewish or Cuban. That’s never said 
in that song. It said “them pushers,” no 
matter what race they are. And what was 
the other thing? 

The implication is that if the South would 
have won, blacks would be slaves and 
white men would be in charge. 

Now, that’s really brilliant. God, I’m sure 
that was on my mind when | wrote it. The 
Williams family never had slaves. A black 
man taught Daddy to play his guitar, and 
I've been performing black music for 
years. And now they're calling me racist. 
Well, it’s just so funny. And can you imag- 
ine me as president? Good God, what a 
thought! There's just no way to figure this 
business. You write a song you think is 
beautiful, wonderful, and no one will play 
it. Then you write one, and you think it’s 
horrible, and next thing you know, it’s a 
No. 1 smash hit. 

Should Tipper Gore's music-rating 
group be looking at your records? 

Well, | don’t know. | don’t know what 
she'd think of my music. But | guess she’s 
got a navel and an opinion. How many 
albums does Tipper Gore buy? | don't 
know. But | Know how many of my fans 
buy my music, and I'm writing for them, 
not Tipper Gore, not the critics. My songs 
are about partying and enjoying life. 
They're about tender moments, too. 
They're not about sitting around and 
moping and feeling sorry for yourself. 

Does your emphasis on the good life 
of the South, the good ol’ boy Dixie-mania, 
run the risk of turning off everyone above 
the Mason-Dixon line? 

Maybe. 

Do you care? 

Well, | hope they can get over it, I'll put 
it that way. ‘Cause | damn sure can. | don't 
worry about those kind of things. No, I’m 
way past that. You can take it or you can 
leave it. 

You see, | don't live in the street. | can't 
write a song about shooting heroin in 
Philadelphia. I’m not gonna pull the wool 
over your eyes and get out there and 
dance, like Michael Jackson and sing 
street songs, ‘cause that ain't me. But | 
have a lot of people that | can relate to. | 
can rock and | can boogie and! can jump 
around onstage and have alot of fun. But 
| cannot do a fantasy. | did that enough. 
| did that half my life. I've already done 
the fantasy, and there are no more fan- 
tasies for me.Ot+-R 
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to learn as much as possible about the 
person. His questions are rarely those that 
demand statistical or hard factual knowl- 
edge, but are of a more human nature: 
“What happened to you?” “How do you 
feel about it?” When Larry King is inter- 
viewing somebody, the television screen 
disappears and all that is seen are two 
people talking to each other. 

For a closer look at the man who usu- 
ally is asking the questions, Special Fea- 
tures Editor Allan Sonnenschein con- 
tacted the talk-show host and asked him 
for an interview. 


Do you ever get bored talking to peo- 
ple every night? 

No. | was born with insatiable curiosity 
and it has never left me. So | never get 
the feeling that I’ve asked all the ques- 
tions and heard all the answers. |’m still 
learning all the time. Sometimes you're 
hearing something and you may tune it 
out for a minute—that doesn’t mean cu- 
riosity ends. 

For someone who doesn't prepare for 
interviews, why do you do so well? 

That's the way | do well. In other words, 
if | prepare, then I’m not well. | feel un- 
comfortable. And the first thing you have 
to do is be comfortable. The only secret 
in this business is, there is no secret. The 
first thing you have to be is yourself. Mike 
Wallace, who | really think is terrific, is an 
absorbedly prepared person. | mean, he 
is totally prepared and would be uncom- 
fortable if he wasn’t. He’s wonderful. | like 
to listen to him—l like his voice, | like his 
sound, | like his approach, | like his man- 
ner. We work totally differently. He likes 
being prepared. | like being unprepared. 
I've been lucky enough to have formats 
that fit my style. 

That can backfire, can't it? 

Sure. No one's done the perfect inter- 
view. You could be so overly prepared, 
you don't listen to answers. | always listen 
to answers. So of course it can backfire. 
But | pride myself in that I’m doing the 
best job | can at the time I’m doing it. 

Why is that? 

Because you just keep saying “Why?” 
all day. Why do you want to be a pilot? 
Why do you fly planes? Why do planes 
land, why do they take off? Why is Wash- 
ington National a worse airport than Lo- 
gan in Boston? Why are runways the dis- 
tance they are? You can never go wrong 
and you can't get a one-word answer. It’s 
a magic word, “why.” You can never an- 
swer in one word. And you can go on and 
on: Why do you want to be a cop? Why 
is it fascinating? Why do you do it? From 
that response, a million things. 

Don't you feel interviewers are always 
looking for the blockbuster story? 

It's so rare that I’ve ever sat down and 
said I’m going to make news tonight. Be- 
Cause once you start consciously think- 
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ing of other things, you take away from 
the one thing that made you good at what 
you do. The one thing that makes me 
good at what | dois | ask questions | don't 
know the answer to, that I’m curious 
about. | don’t interrupt the audience. | 
don't think about the reader, per se. | think 
about me. And through me to you. Arthur 
Godfrey taught me that lesson long ago. 
Which is, you've got to be you. The me 
that you see or hear is me. That's the same 
me that’s sitting here—| have never gone 
on the air and framed the listener or the 
viewer. I’ve never said to myself, con- 
sciously, will they like this question? Or, 
is this a grabber? I’ve never done that. 
The most fun, most relaxed thing | do is 
go on the air. So | have never gone on 
the air with ulterior motives. And a lot of 
these shows do. Now, we all have to do 
tabloid, by the way. You can’t avoid it. 
“Nightline” does it, we do it—we have to 
do the priest who slept with the choir girl. 
Because that’s part of the news. But we 
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don't deliberately set out to do it. 

Is there anyone you wouldn't have on 
the show? 

I've never turned down a guest. 

You're very liberal. Why would you in- 
vite neo-Nazis on your show? 

Well, first you protest, but it would be 
a terrible show if all we had on were lib- 
erals, or all we had on were people | agree 
with. So what I’ve done, | think wisely, is 
I've never involved myself in the booking 
aspect of the show. | have nothing to do 
with who's on either show, radio or tele- 
vision, every night. Zero. Now, if | thought 
a show was really getting out of hand with 
something, or that we were getting too 
bogged down, | might make a comment 
like, “Geez, we've done a lot of sex this 
week. Don't you think we ought to start 
doing something ...” | might give that 
kind of input. 

Larry, did you ever walk in at 8:15, been 
told who was on, and been repulsed? 

No. Once | came in and we were doing 
a guy who's written a book about three- 
somes. Men who sleep with two women. 
And all | said was, “Well, beyond ten min- 
utes, where do we go with this?” We man- 
aged to get calls in, but, you know, it 


wasn't of particular interest to me. | mean, 
once | got on | was interested, but | was 
glad when it was over. That’s only be- 
cause of my insatiable curiosity. It comes 
back to that. If you're only, let’s say, in- 
terested in politics, you're really turned 
off if there’s a sports guest. Also, to me, 
no interview's hard. That ballet dancer | 
just had on, the conductor of the London 
Symphony, they were just as wonderful 
as the manager of the Red Sox. 

Who would you rather have? The man- 
ager of the Red Sox? 

Sometimes no, because when you get 
in with this conductor and he’s describ- 
ing the job—what it’s like, what makes a 
great conductor, how does a conductor 
elevate an ordinary orchestra, can great 
orchestras elevate ordinary conduc- 
tors.... All these things-are fascinating 
to me. And they're very similar to sports, 
as they might be very similar to the De- 
partment of Defense. But | like the inner 
workings of people who are successful, 
no matter what they do. So | like ballet as 
long as the guest is conversant, as long 
as they can explain what they do well with 
some passion and some sense of humor. 

That’s a good guest to you? 

Yeah. Sinatra's the perfect guest. He 
has all four acts of greatness—he has 
the ability to put you onstage with him; 
he has a passion for what he does; he 
has a sense of humor, sometimes self- 
deprecating, which is really good; and 
four, he has a chip on his shoulder. With 
a little anger in him. And | like that. If you 
get a little anger, a sense of humor, pas- 
sion, and an ability to take me into that 
lyric, to explain what it is about a lyric and 
to see the mind working—that’s fasci- 
nating. 

You said you wouldn't care if you never 
had another televangelist on your show, 
yet you continue to have them on. Why? 

Because |'m really curious about all 
people. So | don’t hate Jimmy Swag- 
gart. ...| guess | hate pure racists. | don't 
need skinheads. | think it’s dumb, | feel 
pity. You know what | really like? For me, 
the most effective way to learn things 
about people is to sort of try to crawl into 
their shoes. You know, the best question 
you could ask Jimmy Swaggart is, “What 
happened?” You don't even have to say 
a circumstance. “What happened?” Then, 
from his answer, you can go to all sorts 
of areas. But probably no one ever just 
said “What happened?” You don't have 
to add “with the girls.” You just have to 
say two words—what happened? Sin- 
cerely, | like you, Jimmy—what hap- 
pened? You're in all the daily newspa- 
pers, how did this happen? It didn't 
happen to Falwell. What happened? | 
don't sit down hating the guest. | feel the 
guest has been invited and accepted— 
we've done the inviting and he’s in our 
place, and it would be rude to smirk. | 
don't smirk at skinheads. | mean, they can 
upset me, | know they can. But we invited 
them. | think these shows are phony where 
you have the host come out and he goes 
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over to the first guest and wants to spit 
in his face. Why did you invite him? It's 
all theatrics. It’s all bullshit. 

What’s your opinion about the Geraldo 
show with the skinheads? 

Well, that’s bullshit. It's hooking. Like 
Morton Downey, except that show ap- 
peals to the eight-year-old mind. Not me. 
| never learn anything when | watch him. 
But you smile. . . . It’s like watching Hulk 
Hogan. Geraldo pretends that he’s being 
better, but basically Geraldo is the Na- 
tional Enquirer. 

What about Donahue and Oprah? 

| think they touch it, but they’re as bad 
as Geraldo. And | don’t watch them all 
every day, although someone said, you 
want to do yourself a favor, just look at 
their subjects every day you're in sweeps 
month. It's hysterical. If you look at the 
subjects during that time, they're all titil- 
lating. There are all kinds that appeal to 
the base in us, not the best in us. I’m not 
saying that ... couples who have had 
swinging relationships with other cou- 
ples, having all eight of them together for 
an hour, doesn't deserve attention. That's 
fine. But if that’s all you focus on, and 
tomorrow, mothers who slept with their 
sons, and Friday ... children of rapbe— 
you're nothing more than pandering. |'m 
not proud of daytime television. You get 
that or soaps ... or inane quiz shows. 
But with cable, at least you get great old 
films. | really feel sorry for the people who 
don't have cable. You have two or three 
independents—we net, like, six stations. 
Then they've got to get Oprah versus 
Geraldo versus a quiz show versus a 
soap. Cable’s changing America. Have 
you ever been in the situation where you 
have cable, and you go to a city where it 
isn't? Or you're in a hotel room with only 
five channels? It's berserk. 

Is it difficult working for Ted Turner? 

Turner once said to me, “Can | get 
booked on the show?” | said I'll ask the 
producers; they didn’t book him. One 
night Jimmy Stewart and Burt Lancaster 
were on, and they annihilated Ted Turner 
on colorization. They killed him. Lancas- 
ter called him aman who should be dealt 
with in some sort of harm. Stewart says, 
“It's like painting over a Van Gogh.” We 
had no apology aside. Turner, at a cock- 
tail party two nights later, says, “Geez, 
they really raked me over.” And | said, 
“Yeah, you know, the producers booked 
them.” Then Turner says, “Wow, see Burt 
Lancaster in My Town? What a thrill.” He 
has a wonderful attitude. 

Who's one guest you would really like 
to get that you haven't gotten? 

Laurence Olivier. He's probably been 
the person most mentioned, never on. 
Every interview I’ve ever done with ac- 
tors, his name comes up. And I've had 
him described in so many ways. | mean, 
Tony Randall told me he would swim the 
Atlantic to work with Olivier for nothing. 

Let's talk about humor. Do you believe 
in the old cliché that all comics want to 
be loved? 
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Gleason told me a great thing about 
comic stories I'll never forget. All great 
comics ask for your sympathy. As if they 
wanted you to love them. Rickles has a 
saying, ‘I’m doing all this, but please love 
me.” And Gleason always said, “Please 
love me. Please like me. You know, here 
I'm having all this fun, but love me. I'm 
gonna make you laugh. Please love me.” 
There’s only one comic, other than your 
flash in the pans, who lasted, who never 
wanted your sympathy, and always re- 
mained at the too—Groucho Marx. Never 
asked for it, never played for it, never 
cared whether you liked him or not, was 
never interested. He was a totally secure 
man in his humor. He never needed your 
hugging. 

Does Howard Stern need it? 

Oh, desperately. Oh yeah, Stern would 
be desperate without it. If Howard had 
confidence, he'd be much funnier. His 
funniness is his lack of confidence. How- 
ard Stern's not much different than Arthur 
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The best question you 
could ask Jimmy Swaggart is, 
“What happened?” You 
don't have to add “with the 
girls.” You just have to say 
two words: “What happened?” 
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Godfrey was years ago. It's just that times 
are different. Godfrey was a major risk 
taker, not much different than Howard. 
Rule breakers. Just times are different, 
rules are a little different now. Today Lenny 
Bruce would own American comedy. 

Really? 

He would be the dominant figure in 
American comedy today. He would ring 
up glorious films, his concerts would be 
like Bruce Springsteen festivals. He’d be 
Michael Jackson. Because he had 
something all these guys didn't have, as 
bright as they are. He had the ability to 
be just as funny, and he could see to- 
morrow. Lenny captured the human 
kindred spirit better than anyone I’ve ever 
known. 

What are your feelings on censorship? 

| have personal censorship, but it’s 
based on taste. | hate censorship. Who 
is the censor? Censorship is terrible, be- 
cause it means somebody’s making a 
decision for me. | had a guy on once and 
he said this film should not be seen be- 
cause it will appeal to the prurient inter- 
est. | saw this film, and it would definitely 
appeal to prurient interest, and | asked 
him, “Who did you rape after seeing this 


film?” He said, “I didn’t rape anyone.” | 
said, “Well, it didn't appeal to your pru- 
rient interest.” But you're judging then. So 
| definitely would oppose censorship. | 
would not do something distasteful to me 
in a broadcast, but taste is so personal. 

Do you enjoy writing books? 

Well, you know, it’s kind of cathartic to 
write a book. And it’s fun. Since | don't 
do any pre-work on my shows—radio and 
TV—I'm not sitting around thinking about 
tonight's show. | got a lot of time on my 
hands. And it was a fun way to spend it. 

But in your first book, Larry King by 
Larry King, you wrote about some tough 
times. 

| always think that if you go through 
something bad, once you let it out, you 
don't own it anymore, and therefore: it 
doesn’t bug you anymore. So | had a 
bankruptcy and | had a terrible time 
handling money. Let's look at it logically. 
As | rise up, if | were going to be very 
successful, that story would have broken 
somewhere. 

Oh, you know it. 

Okay, | learned this—thank God | 
learned it. Nixon didn't learn it, Gary Hart 
didn't learn it, other people didn’t learn 
it. lf you do something wrong and you say 
it, you own the game. 

What's Larry King’s perfect woman? 

My perfect woman? Now, my immedi- 
ate thought—I| was going to say obedi- 
ent. But there’s so many of those. [Laughs] 
I'm not sure that | can give you a com- 
posite of people I’ve known that would 
make the perfect woman. | like the out- 
ward, bubbly personality of Sharon, my 
ex-wife. | like very much the Angie Dick- 
inson—Connie Stevens—Lee Remick kind 
of look. | think they're all pretty similar. | 
like a very supportive person. A person 
who's very understanding of what | do, 
likes what | do, is involved in what | do, 
and at the same time has very much a 
life of her own. | never want a person who's 
home all the time. And | hate a teaser, 
someone who makes you jealous or plays 
games. | hate that. And | love great legs. 
| don't like big breasts. | mean, that’s just 
physical. | like legs, got to have nice legs. 
And | like an up personality. | like a phone 
that’s answered cheerily, you know, “Hi!” 
[brightly]. And | like lots of affirmations of 
feeling. | like to do that, | like to hear that. 
| hate ownership. | don’t want to be 
bugged. But | want to be cared about. | 
want perfection. | like women who are 
successful. | think | have lots of insecur- 
ities, but never about my work. 

You've had life-saving surgery. Has it 
made you look at life differently? 

Oh, yeah. There’re some fears. Some- 
times | lie in bed at night, right before | 
go to sleep, and say, “You know, for the 
next six hours, | don’t know where |'’m 
going to be. | mean, I’m going to be in 
sleep-land. What if | never get up?” | never 
had that thought until the morning they 
gave me the anesthesia. Another fear: All 
pains are exaggerated. | got a pain in my 
knuckle the other day. | called the doctor: 
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JOE CLARK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 133 


on a roll, they don’t want to be the un- 
gathered moss. Clark's outrageous, 
speedy determination gave them the 
sense that if they didn’t crack a few books, 
they would be left behind, so they hopped 
to it. He set a bandwagon on a racetrack, 
and kids wanted to win. 

He did this out of solitary desire, im- 
pelled by a private fury at the growing 
underclass of blacks and, inevitably as 
time went on, by the thrill of his own 
speed. It’s the unavoidable high of peo- 
ple who forge change. Always able to 
reach at least some students by force of 
personality, Clark acts from the gut. If he 
fails to distinguish this passion from the 
linchpins that make kids learn—atten- 
tion, the physical presence of adults who 
give learning the urgency of the good 
fight—he becomes mere personality cult. 
Clark is too good to be merely a star. 


| arrived at Clark's home in South Or- 
ange, New Jersey, expecting to be bul- 
lied a little and found a measured, gra- 
cious man who, with his many rhetorical 
flourishes, never raised his voice. The 
theme song from Lean on Me was play- 
ing on the stereo, and Clark put it on again 
as soon as the formal interview was over. 
He wouldn't allow me to take a taxi to the 
bus station, insisting on making the long- 
ish drive himself and waiting in the car, 
like my uncles would, till | bought my ticket 
and was ensconced in the proper queue. 

Clark moved to South Orange 20 years 
ago for the same reasons my middle- 
class Jewish aunts and cousins fled to 
the suburbs—it’s a nice place to raise 
kids and a break for the adults, too, with 
the lawns, trees, and places to play. And 
it has a good school system. His home 
matches any of theirs, down to the or- 
ange Formica kitchen countertops and 
beige L-shaped conversation groupings 
in the den. The place felt overwhelmingly 
immaculate, quiet, and cushioned. Clark 
and | talked about “limo liberals,” blacks 
and whites, blacks and Jews, black men 
and black women, corruption, paternal- 
ism, black violence, the voucher system, 
the G-string uproar, and what makes kids 
learn. 

| asked him what made the difference 
at Eastside, what made his students, at 
least some of them, bother. 

“My great consternation at this point,” 
said Clark, “is that in our inner cities, black 
and Hispanic youth are drastically aca- 
demically inferior to white and Asian stu- 
dents. | am perturbed by the proliferation 
of the nemesis of inferiority, and | cannot 
be a part of the ongoing exploitation of 
black and Hispanic children that doesn't 
afford them their birthright, a palpably 
quality education enabling them to com- 
pete in this academically arduously dif- 
ficult society. 

“I’m sorry that liberals—'limo liber- 
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als—have chosen to camouflage this 
diabolical nemesis. They make unsavory 
allowances for black youth. They refer to 
the notion that black youth can't learn, 
aren't expected to learn, and that their 
contumacious behavior should be toler- 
ated. Liberals provide quotas as acrutch 
for the decadence in education in inner 
cities; they provide affirmative action to 
cover up ineptitude. As a result, we have 
a stagnation in education—an educa- 
tional defloration which correlates to a 
moral defloration. This petulant gadfly has 
soured my emotions and sanguinity and 
made me look at the monolithic bastion 
of education with toxic cynicism. 

“This educational declivity,” Clark con- 
tinued, “is deeply woven into the inability 
of inner cities to accept that black and 
Hispanic youth do not need different 
types of instructional processes di- 
vorced from the mainstream. They can 
and must function within the parameters 
of effective instructional techniques with 
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Some blacks want 
to change our name to “Afro- 
American.” That's 
not a priority. As far as I’m 
concerned, we 
did better when we were 
“colored” or “Negro.” 
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high expectations for performance that 
are applicable to all. 

“There are those macerated brain sy- 
cophants who have the unmitigated gall 
to think busing is a crucial factor in ame- 
liorating education. But | lambast them, 
saying, can black kids learn by sitting 
next to a white or Asian student? Is their 
perspicacity improved by osmosis? If so, 
it's the first race I've ever heard of that 
needs to sit near another race to learn. 
This is factitious, fallacious, and insulting 
to blacks."—Marcia Pally 


How did you raise expectations at 
Eastside? 

I'm not going to be ephemeral, I'll be 
pragmatic. There is a plethora of prob- 
lems facing inner cities. The black family 
has deteriorated to a most abysmal level, 
the environment is replete with all 
nemeses imaginable. The black church, 
so long a backbone, has become impo- 
tent in setting up tutorials and in dissem- 
inating black history and culture, as Jews 
did through their synagogues. 

A strange apathy abounds in inner-city 
education, fostered by the blatant pro- 
motion of young students at the elemen- 


tary level who are unable to read, write, 
or do basic math. By the time the student 
gets to high school, the stage is set for 
their contumacious behavior patterns, for 
involvement in drugs, violence, vandal- 
ism, truancy, stabbings, alcoholism, rape, 
and on and on. 

| might state parenthetically that | was 
buoyed and ecstatic when | realized in- 
ner-city youth would behave if you set up 
guidelines for them, if you behaved with 
sternness but fairness, if you became 
mother and father for them—a luxury 
many don't have—if you showed 
strength, if you were forthright, if you gave 
them veracity. If they perceived you as 
indefatigable—flamboyant and dra- 
matic, but with integrity—you could bring 
a debacle to a facsimile of a well-be- 
haved institution with well-behaved kids. 

This was accomplished with great ex- 
pedition, but just doing that takes every 
ounce of energy and zeal, because a big 
high school so accustomed to violence 
and drugs—2,000 blacks, 1,000 Hispan- 
ics, and about ten whites who couldn't 
escape—can be transformed into a cha- 
otic state in a twinkling of an eye. When 
you do that each day—try to make an 
environment and ambience conducive to 
learning—then you try to go one step fur- 
ther. 

What step? Discipline makes kids quiet 
down, what makes them learn? 

With this accomplished, academic 
performance automatically improves, but 
only proportionately to the quality of ed- 
ucation our students receive. 

| understand now that | can’t do more 
than the cosmetics of test scores—oh, 
they go up seven or eight percent each 
year. Last year the High School Profi- 
ciency Test Scores in reading went up 
nine percent, writing, eight percent. Math 
went up only one percent—'ve got to find 
out why. S.A.T. scores are up. The Mini- 
mum Basic Skills scores doubled in my 
first three years. But | go around the 
country, and | hear black and Hispanic 
students angry that they're not getting 
what white and Asian kids get. They say 
the white kids learn things we never even 
knew existed. It’s true. It's the accep- 
tance of mediocrity. 

How do we improve the educational 
package offered in inner cities? 

We have to look at the voucher system, 
for one thing, where parents choose the 
school and the government subsidizes 
their choice. This monopolistic, morose 
educational system has to be revamped. 
It defies the basic values of America: 
competition and free enterprise. Without 
competition in education, there’s no need 
to turn out a quality product. With com- 
petition, those institutions that are impo- 
tent will become extinct. How can we jus- 
tify spending millions on education with 
an inferior product? If we were in busi- 
ness, we'd be bankrupt. 

Politicians are more concerned with 
nepotism and self-aggrandizement than 
with securing the future. | look at the New 
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It was a scene straight out of a Hollywood horror film when a 
British couple on holiday in Egypt visited |a museum exhibit of 
mummies. The terror-stricken tourists claimed that one of the 
4,000-year-old corpses suddenly came to life. ““We wanted to 
touch one for just a second,”’ the man said. “‘It felt very 
strange—dead to the touch, yet almost as if there was a pulse 
beneath. All of a sudden, the thing’s hand closed on mine like 
a vise. I looked into its face, and it was gnashing its teeth, 
which were falling on the floor.”” While the horrified visitor was 
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wrestling with death, his fiancée ran through the-halls of the 
museum, screaming for help. When the guards arrived, they 
found the mummy sprawled out on the floor, and a very fright- 
ened couple. Another visitor reported to the guards, however, 
that the man was attempting to steal a finger off the mummy, 
and the couple was taken in for questioning. Museum officials 
find the whole incident absurd and say they got what they de- 
served. (Sun—submitted by Alex Cuahutle, Bogota, N.J.) 

If you give these tourists a finger, they'll take a hand.—Editor 
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TERROR TOY 


dared to mock the possessed 
doll or shown any degree of 


First there was Raggedy Ann, 
providing hours of wholesome 
fun. Now there’s Annabelle — 
who walks, talks, and hurls 
men across the room while 
slashing their flesh. Anna- 
belle demonstrated her de- 
monic powers when her owner, 
a nurse, contacted a medium 
after seeing the doll move by 
its own volition: The doll was 
discovered to be possessed by 
the spirit of a six-year-old girl 
who died in a car crash. The 
nurse and her boyfriend found 
the story a bit hard to believe, 
until the toy pushed him with 
an invisible force, causing 
welts to appear on his chest. 
Since then, anyone who has 


disbelief has suffered from 
unusual paranormal experi- 
ences or freak accidents. A 
policeman was so terrified that 
he quit his job after witnessing 
objects being hurled through 
space—apparently by the 
devilish Annabelle. Psychics 
have taken over the situation 
and enclosed Annabelle be- 
hind a glass door, where they 
can study her-and prevent 
other terrible accidents from 
happening. (National Exam- 
iner) 

If you-were reincarnated as a 
rag doll, you'd be pissed-off, 
too!—Editor 


In Lima, Peru, the term “ 


THE CONDOM CAPER 


safe sex” 


has reached new heights. 


_deed acquire extrasensory 


Two wild and crazy guys thought they hada fast-buck scam, 
but were caught in the act of gathering used condoms on the 
city’s beaches. What these two entrepreneurs would do is col- 
lect the condoms, wash them, then sell them to nearby brothels 
and on street corners. Fortunately, they were caught by Peru- 
vian police and were arrested, charged with endangering public 
health. (Philadelphia Daily News—submitted by Gustavo Ben- 
itez, Norristown, Pa.) 

That's taking recycling a bit too far.—Editor 
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HUMAN CORN POPPER 


After falling off a ladder and 
hitting his head, a Greek man 
awoke with a bevy of psychic 
abilities, including the power 
to pop popcorn—without a 
microwave! Scientists con- 
firmed that the psychic did in- 


bag between his hands. and 
fixed his eyés piercingly, the 
bag popped within a matter of 
seconds—with piping hot 
popcorn to go! Since then, he 
has amazed everyone by pop- 
ping hundreds of bags. One 
researcher stated, “If he can 
fine-tune his powers, he might 
be able to heal the sick just by 
thinking of a cure.” (Weekly 
World News) Z 

What's more important: Can 
he pop every kernel?—Editor 


perception, but they were 
pleasantly surprised when he 
proceeded to pop a bag of mi- 
crowave popcorn with his 
mind. The researchers noted | 
that after the man placed the 


BRUSSELS SPROUT 


A young pregnant mother, concerned about the health of her 
first child, went on a wacky vegetarian diet of only fresh spin- 
ach, broccoli, and lettuce. At the end of her nine-month term, 
she gave birth to a healthy baby boy, but there was just one 
catch—he’s green! Although doctors were initially shocked at 


the birth, the new mother reacted nonchalantly and in fact 
thinks that her baby is most beautiful—color and all. “‘I don’t 
care what color he is,” said the doting mom. ‘‘When I learned 
I was pregnant, I wanted the baby inside of me to have nothing 
but natural vitamins going into his developing body.. What’s 
better for you to eat than green vegetables, anyway?’’ Even 
though both parents are happy and satisfied, doctors are a bit 
worried. They think that the baby’s skin will never return to a 
natural human color, because massive amounts of chlorophyll 
from the plants. passed into his system from the mother’s. ‘‘I 
don’t know what to do about it,”’ said one baffled doctor. Un- 
fortunately, the infant’s grandmother is a bit disturbed, too. “‘I 
told her not eating meat would harm her baby,”’ she said. *‘Now 
she’s given birth to a green freak.” (Sun) 

Guaranteed, this kid will eat all his peas.—Editor 
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Although shunned by city 
dwellers as ‘‘disease-ridden 
critters” or “rats with wings,” 
the pigeon population is 
largely ignored by the general 
public. This is not the case in 
a Virginia city, where federal 
officials are using drastic 
measures to get rid of the 
flying menaces. It seems the 
buildup of pigeon droppings 
has gotten so bad in federal- 
building courtyards that a pri- 
vate pest company was hired 


BIRDS ON ACID 


ad 


to get rid of the pigeons. The 
company laced corn kernels 
with a hallucinogenic chemical 
and distributed the feed to the 
birds. “It'll get them high,” 
says the company’s owner. 
“Some may fly into the side of 
a building or something... . 
They'll figure it’s a bad trip and 
will relocate elsewhere.”’ (New- 
port News Daily Press—sub- 
mitted by Sanford J. Pankin, 
Hampton, Va.) 

Or they'll just say no.—Editor 


BOWLING FOR BULLETS 


A 38-year-old California electrician was gunned down by his 
wife after a bad bowling match. After the man rolled a gutter 
ball, his wife got so incensed that they started arguing, scream- 
ing at each other in the bowling alley. Later, the fight escalated 
in their home, and when the man decided he couldn't take it 
anymore, he fled to spend the night at a friend’s house. But his 
wife, jumping into her BMW to catch up with him, pulled 
alongside his pickup truck and fired four rounds from a .38- 
caliber revolver. The husband, severely injured, lost control of 
his car and rolled to the side of the road. He is now in the 
hospital with spinal cord injuries. His wife is currently being 
held without bail after being booked for investigation of at- 
tempted murder. (Oakland Mercury News—submitted by Enic 
P. Nagler, Santa-Clara, Calif.) é 

What a spoilsport.—Editor 


PRIEST GOES" 
TO HELL AND BACK 


’ 


“Tt was all a mistake,” said an Italian priest. ““I never should 
have gone to hell, and that’s why I was allowed to return to the 
world of the living.’’ But the humble priest, who was pro- 
nounced dead six years ago after a long bout with brain cancer, 
explained that his journey into the afterlife was not what he 
expected—instead of going to heaven, the poor man landed up 
in the bowels.of hell! ‘I knew something was terribly wrong 
when I died and felt that my soul was being pulled down rather 
than up,” he said. ‘‘Everything was black and frightening, and 
I was in a cave-like room with walls of fire. I tried to cry out 
for help, but I couldn't make a sound.” The confounded holy 
man was consumed by flames and suffered in an inferno for 
six years. During that time, he dealt with horrid screams of 
pain from-the damned, tormented faces in the flames, and the 
evil presence of Satan. “‘Then something happened,” said the 
priest. ‘‘Suddenly my soul stopped burning and a brilliant light 
seemed to shine right down from heaven. Then the voice of 
God boomed, ‘You have no right to this man.’ ’’ To his amaze- 
ment, the priest found himself back home, alive and well. Now 
his return has caused some argument among church and gov- 
ernment officials, It is not known if the priest will confront the 
Vatican with his experience, as he feels no bitterness about the 
mistake. (Weekly World News) 

Bet he got a hell of a tan.—Editor 


EDITOR’S NOTE | 
We welcome your contributions for future ““Hard Times” 
columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to 
Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip- 
pings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023. Please include the name of the newspaper, 
the page number, and the date the clipping was published. 
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PARTING SHOT 


BY EDWARD SOREL 
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JOE CLARK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 248 


York City Board of Ed, or at any Board of 
Ed—Paterson is the exception of 
course—and | see people who set cur- 
ricula when they can't read, and people 
who set a budget when they can't bal- 
ance a checkbook. There are good and 
bad boards of ed, but the way they're set 
up is anathema to good, vibrant educa- 
tion. 

The middle class—white, black, and 
Hispanic—have a voucher system. Mine 
is buying a home in South Orange, New 
Jersey, enabling my children to attend this 
educational system. Others send their 
kids to private or parochial school, like in 
Chicago. Black parents, usually the 
mothers, laboriously work two and three 
jobs to amass the money for parochial 
schools. 

Improvement can happen with a real- 
istic approach and high expectations— 
and with the hard work and determina- 
tion exhibited by teachers when | was 
coming up. And if parents become as- 
siduously committed to education. My 
mother said, “You're going to school, 
you're going to learn, or I'll kill you.” And 
| understood that. 

We know the black woman may well be 
the strongest thing on this planet, and | 
commend her, while black men sit in jail 
emitting noxious fumes from their pos- 
teriors. But the black woman is beginning 
to tire of three jobs and needs help from 
the black man. We understand divorce, 
but you still have to take care of your kids. 
We need black men who will bring eco- 
nomic and civic cohesion to their com- 
munities, or we will end as the March 1986 
issue of Crisis magazine said: “Black 
people will self-destruct by the end of the 
century.” If it weren't for the black woman, 
we would've already expired. 

When | was coming up, we were loud 
and crazy, but we were taking our frus- 
trations out on a system that was rotten 
to the core: sitting in the back of a bus 
or at a separate lunch counter. Today, 
black teens are the most violent element 
in American society, and their anger is 
manifested at their own people. 

We must go into black communities— 
not to live there, upward mobility is what 
American life is about—but to make black 
professionals—policemen, doctors, 
teachers, and firemen—the backbone of 
black communities, not the pushers with 
their gold chains and BMWs. 

Black people have this strange notion, 
fostered by their leaders, that white peo- 
ple owe them something. White people 
did every monstrous thing to us during 
slavery, but now enough black people 
have made it to show me we can. Blacks 
have to do for themselves, like the Jews 
did. Thirty-five years ago Jews couldn't 
go to Florida, so they bought the whole 
damn state and now they go there, and 
they take us with them. Yes, we have to 


look at the one-third of blacks who are 
underclass—those without hope, on 
drugs—and we have to build buildings, 
businesses, and programs that are in- 
spirations, not a flash in the pan. We have 
plenty of money, but we spend it selfishly. 
We are a selfish people. 

Has your philosophy been misused by 
white conservatives or racists? 

Let’s face it: I'm well received by whites, 
conservatives, and liberals (1 happen to 
be a Republican), and |'m well received 
by blacks. That’s the mystery. Blacks are 
a conservative people. They're anti- 
abortion, they go on one job and stay 
there forever, they put their money in the 
bank, not in investments—that's conser- 
vative. And hardworking, conservative 
blacks support me, pestiferous Joe Clark 
who won't let them forget their real prior- 
ities. For example, | hear now that some 
blacks want to change our name from 
black to Afro-American. That’s not a 
priority. It's important to know our history, 


* 


The baseball bat’s 
a symbol. It can mean, 
“Hoodlums, we're 
gonna get you!” Or it can 
mean, “Kids, 
it’s your turn at bat.” 


? 


but as far as I’m concerned, we did bet- 
ter when we were “colored” or “Negro.” 

Have your views on discipline—walk- 
ing the school halls with a bullhorn and 
baseball bat, for instance—been over- 
emphasized or misinterpreted by white 
conservatives who want to think black 
kids need to be herded by force? 

The baseball bat is a symbol. It can 
mean “You hoodlums, we're gonna get 
you,” or it can mean “Kids, it's your turn 
at bat.” 

Whites are fed up with the leechism of 
blacks, as are most blacks. Whites are 
fed up with the robbing and raping and 
murdering by black males ages 17 to 25, 
as are most blacks, including myself, be- 
cause | know how this affects the per- 
ception whites and Asians have of blacks. 
But this is not who we are. White limou- 


sine liberals must understand that black: 


crime is scurrilously enacted black on 
black. They think it’s okay as long as it's 
black on black. | don't. 

Sometimes it seems the race may be 
collectively imbrued—that’s i-m-b-r-u- 
e-d—stained, besmirched, unless we find 
a miracle. Individually we'll make it, but 
not collectively. 


What did you think of Lean on Me? 

| love the film. It was one of the most 
scintillating celluloid activities in recent: 
history. It’s about 90-percent accurate. 
Morgan Freeman is spectacular; his his- 
trionic skills are most formidable. | es- 
pecially like its attractability: Everyone 
likes it—blacks, whites, Hispanics, young, 
old, the half-senile. That's why it’s No. 1. 
| was also buoyed by the absence of sex 
in the film, and there was very little use 
of profanity. They use a few words that | 
Goniivess 

Most of all, | like that a black man finally 
won, logically, within the constraints of the 
system—not some super-nigger, but a 
cogent, common guy fights the system 
and lands on his feet. That's a good 
spectacle for all kids to behold. 

As for how it portrayed my enemies, 
the Bible says, “The ungodly are not so,” 
but they can be virulent ignoramuses. I've 
learned that little people can make great 
snipers, and I've reached the pinnacle of 
success, so | have more enemies. Any 
jackass can kick down a barn; it takes a 
carpenter to build one. | think Truman said 
it best when he observed, if you want a 
friend in Washington, get a dog. It’s true 
of other places, like Paterson. 

Will you stay at Eastside High? 

I've outgrown the job, we both know 
that. | don't want to be superintendent; it 
renders you impotent, and my person- 
ality wouldn't permit me to interact san- 
guinely with individuals who would give 
me a vacation with pay, as they just did, 
just to cause dismay. | can’t succumb to 
being the sycophant of untruths and in- 
justice. 

'm too young to retire—| need six more 
years of work till my youngest is out of 
high school, and then | want to do what 
| enjoy most, riding horses. | have three 
children—Joetta, 25, a graduate of the 
University of Tennessee and a partici- 
pant in the Seoul Olympics; Joe, 23, a 
graduate of Villanova University; and Ha- 
zel, 12, astudent at South Orange Middle 
School. I'm 50, my wife’s name is Hazel. 
When we moved here 20 years ago, we 
were the first black family in the neigh- 
borhood. 

Did you have any trouble? 

My kids were first-rate athletes, so that 
took care of that. It’s a liberal town, con- 
trolled by Jews—or used to be—liberal 
Jews, so we had no trouble. Not that I’m 
a liberal. 

It's a close call on my staying at East- 
side High. I'm a Republican, and the Re- 
publicans won, so there are options. And 
then there's the lecture circuit. The time 
off hasn't been bad for me. | get to cook, 
I'm home when my daughter gets back 
from school. I've also gotten a lot of me- 
dia attention where | get to promulgate 
my views on education. | haven't taken a 
vacation in seven years, so | could take 
it all now, up till.next April off with pay, 
and then a year's sabbatical after that. 
But | won't. I'm a worker, and that’s sap- 
ping the system. 
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What will happen to the kids at East- 
side if you're not there? 

The groundwork I've laid will last for a 
while, but only for a while. | hope it blows, 
frankly. Then people will see what it’s like 
running an inner-city school. It's hellish. 
Every morning you start fighting the whole 
thing over. 

| know the American public encour- 
ages me to fight—a recent poll showed 
2 to 1 in my favor—and not to quit, which 
would send a profound message that if 
you fight the system, you end up in a state 
of oblivion, excoriated, denigrated, ma- 
ligned, and ultimately catapulted into an 
arena of disgrace, engineered by the ne- 
farious. | don’t want to let the American 
public down—they've been too good to 
me. 


On Thursday, March 16, while Clark was 
still on one-week suspension for the per- 
formance at Eastside that was reduced 
to skivvies, the Paterson City Council 
voted 5—4 to ask the Board of Ed to dis- 
miss Clark from his post. The next day, 
Clark announced that he would take a 
leave of absence from Eastside High, 
possibly to take a position in William Ben- 
nett's new federal anti-drug office. Clark 
said he was in preliminary negotiations 
with Bennett. A senior aide to Bennett 
said, “They have talked about ways that 
Joe might help us with our efforts, but 
they've not had specific conversations 
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about any given job.” 

“Regardless of the outcome,” Clark 
said, “| have decided to take a sabbatical 
beginning September 1989.” 

| asked Clark what he thought was the 
motive behind the city-council action. 

“We have to understand that | set out 
to get a reasonable facsimile of a well- 
ordered school and the city council ex- 
ploits students,” he said. “! originally 
agreed to the one-week suspension— 
though | knew it was wrong—to bring 
tranquillity to the school. But I’m a fighter, 
and it only exacerbated matters. They 
know perfectly well that they have no ju- 
risdiction over me. There's nothing they 
can do but enhance the sequel to the film 
and get money for their putrid posteriors. 
The kids don't deserve that. 

“No one ever said that Joe Clark didn't 
clean out drugs and that the ambience 
in my school isn’t the antithesis of what's 
usually found in inner-city schools. | used 
to call these politicians lemmings, and 
now | call them loons—webbed-footed 
birds, black and white, that plunge into 
the ocean to pluck out fish. They came 
for my carcass, and I’m not going to give 
it to them. I'm outta there. I'll stay out the 
semester for the kids’ sake. | owe them 
that. But if | ever hear the loons flapping 
their Vaseline lips that they got rid of me, 
I'll stay, just to be their gadfly. For the am- 
bience at Eastside High, | deserve a Pur- 
ple Heart.” 


Dept. 1P4B1299 
206 Macopin Road 
Bloomingdale, N.J. 07403 


Clark returned to Eastside to finish the 
spring semester, and | spoke with a re- 
cent graduate about Clark's impact on 
the school. Class of '86, he had worked 
as a security guard at Eastside but left 
because “the kids are always razzing you, 
and you—you're a guard—you have to 
be cool.” He now drives a limousine. 

“Clark was always there,” he told me. 
“He didn't just sit in his office like other 
principals, he's all over the place—in the 
halls during breaks, he sat in on classes. 
He knew your name, so if you had a prob- 
lem, like you were taking drugs or some- 
thing, you could talk to him. He'd go to 
your house, talk to your parents. 

“When my brothers went to Eastside in 
the seventies, it was a zoo—stabbings, 
drugs. When Clark came in, you knew he 
meant what he said. So if you were in the 
halls without a pass, you’d get sus- 
pended for three days. But the thing about 
Clark wasn't the suspension stuff, it was 
that he was around. 

“Sometimes he went too far. | didn’t 
think he should've padlocked all the doors 
to keep the gangs out, that was too much. 
He should've put security guards at the 
doors, like they do now. But that wasn't 
such a big deal for us. He stopped the 
stabbings and some of the drugs.” 

What will happen if Clark doesn't stay 
at Eastside? 

“| don't know. Probably go back to 


being a z00.” Ot 


STATE OF THE ART IN BIOTECHNOLOGY 


GROW ANY PLANT eaeeAPONIMETRICALLY 


ADVERTISED NATIONALLY SINCE 1979 
WITH OVER 80.000 UNITS SOLD WORLDWIDE waste ypsmaren coo. osconn 


Hello, my name is Jeffery DeMarco, president and founder of Pyraponic Industries. My master’s thesis is on the cannabinoid profile. In pursuit of my own master's thesis, | 
generated the most extensive popular literature library in the world. Then, | generated the most extensive scientific bibliography in the world. | then went into a laboratory at 
a major university under Federal license in which | designed a laboratory growth chamber called the PHOTOTRON. If you read all of the popular literature, | did; all of the scientific 
literature, | did; and look at every apparatus for growing plants, you will find one common denominator. Every system, UP TILL NOW, has attempted to recreate Hawaii. | suggest 
that when you finally achieve the re-creation of Hawaii, you can do NO BETTER than Hawaii’s results. AND WHAT ARE HAWAII'S RESULTS? In fact you will grow the plant 6 
to 9 months, 6 to 12 feet tall. In fact, you will average a 6 inch internodal length (distance between budding sites). In fact, have a 10% budding ratio at the tops of the plant. 
In fact, throw away 90% of the plant material (leaves/shake). And, in fact, YOU MUST START ALL OVER AGAIN. Look, the only thing | am waiting nine months for is a baby, 
number one. Number two, | do not want a tree in my house. And number three, | am not going to pay the ELECTRIC BILL TO PRODUCE THE SUN somewhere in my closet. 
Do not let its pretty looks foo! you. Do not let its size (36 inches tall x 18 inches wide) fool you. Do not let its weight at 17 Ibs. fool you. The Phototron I! will draw $4.00 per 
month in electricity (average). My system is totally different. In fact, you will grow 6 plants, 3 feet tall in 45 days, guaranteed. You will maintain a one-inch internodal length, 
guaranteed. That each plant will produce 1,000 budding sites, FROM TOP TO BOTTOM, guaranteed. And there will be 6 plants per individual PHOTOTRON II, guaranteed. And 


this is the only system in the world where you can re-flower and re-bud the exact same 
plants every 45 days up to nine times per year without killing them off, EVER. Then you [PHOTOTRON] woe | iz [ves | ves | ves | ves | ves | ves | ws | wes | 
HALIDE SYSTEMS| »~ | 1 [ xo [ no [ wo | no | xo | no | no | no | 


may re-flower and re-bud the exact same plants, every 45 days up to nine times per year, 
while you remove from the system every single solitary day. Every day (average 6-8 ounces 
every 45 days). You remove from the PHOTOTRON II every single solitary day, beginning 
on day 20 from seed germination. | personally, guarantee and service back the PHOTOTRON 
Il, so do not let its technical nature throw you. You receive simple, step by step instruc- 
tions. Because the system is TOTALLY COMPLETE, you will do three things: 1. Select your 
seed. 2. Plug the system in. 3. Water it. Then, if you have any questions at all, you may 
call me directly. Ask your question. Get the answer. And carry on about your business. 


PHIDTIZER ITN 


ED, 
: 01976-1284 


‘SEND $3.00 TO. 


You can not fail with my PHOTOTRON II. | do not allow any of my PHOTOTRONS to fall BNDUSTEES, INC 2 
below SHOWCASE. | personally have guaranteed every PHOTOTRON that has ever been pole ase Beat Wi A 


sold, and | have never had one returned. And | am not starting now. Call me at 
1-619-451-BUDS. If you do not learn more about plant production than you have ever learned 


1-619-451-B-U-D-S 


OPAQUE CLEAR 
WHEN ey before, | will pay you for the call. Can you afford not to call? Jeffery Julian DeMarco 


Of late, hackers 
have been getting 
a lot of bad press. 
It seems hardly a 
month goes by 
without another 
deadly “virus” in- 
fecting our too- 
fragile computer 
systems. Hardly 
anyone remem- 
bers when the 
hacker was a hero, 
a person dedi- 
cated to going 
where no com- 
puter nerd had 
gone before. Well, 
as true hackers 
are quick to point 
out, “A cracker 
ain't a hacker.” In other words, people 
who spend their time trying to foul up 
computers with malicious programs are 
not at all operating in the spirit of the 
original hacker ethic. Lest we forget that 
hackers perform a valuable public ser- 
vice, we are reprinting here selections 
from one of the funniest and most useful 
group hacks, the “Purity Test.” 

Legend has it that the Purity Test was 
created at M.I.T.'s Baker House some- 
time in the early 1980s and was sub- 
sequently sent via an early computer 
network to C.M.U. Not much is known 
about the original test, except that it is 
rumored to have had a version for 
women and another for men. The pres- 
ent version represents the best and most 
exhaustive sexuality test ever created 
by man’s libido. Space (as well as legal) 
limitations prevent us from reproducing 
all of the Purity Test, which currently runs 
to 500 questions. Nevertheless, what 
follows should give us all a new respect 
for the power of hackers and the plea- 
sures of group hack. Tell the truth, now. 


THE UNISEX, OMNISEXUAL PURITY 

TEST 

(Public domain; no copyright. All rights 

wronged, all wrongs reversed. Up with 

going down. Virginity can be cured.) 
Disclaimer of Liability. The user of this 


The Purity Test 


(— 
= = 


BY GERARD VAN DER LEUN 


test acknowledges that sex is a hazard- 
ous sport; that a person must copulate 
in control and use good judgment at all 
times; that partners’ conditions vary 
constantly and are greatly affected by 
weather changes and previous use; and 
that dirty sheets, variations in terrain and 
bed surfaces, spouses/pimps/man- 
agers, forest growth, rocks and debris, 
clothed obstacles, and many other nat- 
ural and man-made obstacles and haz- 
ards—including other users and cus- 
tomers—exist throughout the bedroom 
area. Impotence, collisions, and social 
diseases resulting in injury can happen 
at any time, even to those copulating in 
control with proper sexual equipment. 
Inherent risks are part of the sport and 
may exist within your partner. 

Instructions for Use. This is a fairly 
long test consisting of 100 questions. It 
starts out tame and gets progressively 
worse (or better). 

There are many ways of taking this 
test. You can, of course, as is your right 
guaranteed by the Constitution, be an- 
tisocial and sequester yourself in your 
room and take this test all by yourself. 
However, we feel that the most respon- 
sible way to take it is to hold a Purity 
Test party. All you need is one copy of 
the test and a bunch of friends. (Lots of 
writing implements and paper would be 


ac 


useful, too.) The 
person with the 
copy of the test is 
the test adminis- 
trator; they read the 
questions out loud 
and everybody 
else writes down 
their answers. We 
have no definite 
rules as to whether 
the participants are 
required to divulge 
their answers— 
that is up to the 
group to decide. 
However, each 
person's purity 
score should be 
made common 
knowledge. This 
works great at parties. It lets everybody 
know who's easy and who isn't, so you'll 
know whom to go home with. 


SECTION ONE: PLATONIC RELA- 
TIONS 
Have you ever: 

1. kissed a friend or stranger on their 
hand or their head-neck region as a 
friendly gesture? 

2. seen a burlesque show? (The 
Rocky Horror Picture Show counts.) 

3. shared a bed, sleeping bag, or 
sleeping accommodations without any- 
thing steamy happening? 

4. given a back rub, neck rub, or 
massage with no ulterior motive? 

5. used tickling as a pick-up, get-to- 
know-him/her-better routine? 


SECTION TWO: AUTO-EROTICA AND 
MONO-SEXUALISM 
Have you ever: 

6. had an arousing, stimulating, to- 
tally erotic, sexy dream (wet dreams and 
the like)? 

7. fantasized about your long-term in- 
structor, mentor, or Someone who is su- 
perior to you? (One-day skydiving 
teachers, two-hour ski instructors, and 
the like do not count.) 

8. fantasized about anyone while 
masturbating at the same time? 
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AT $9.47, LONGEVITY 
ANSWERS THE QUESTION: 
WHAT PRICE IMIMORTALIT Y? 


A year’s subscription to Longevity has to 
rank as the deal of a lifetime. Because for the 
Charter subscription price of only $9.47 you get 
12 issues of the first magazine devoted to 
helping you live longer and better. 

That's just 79¢ an issue. 74% off the 
cover price of $36. Which isn’t bad, even if 
immortality isn’t quite within our grasp. Yet. 

Inthe months to come, there willbe  @ATINe® 
articles on subjects ranging from exercise to hegitsr 
nutrition to psychology and genetic pel 
engineering. Provocative stories from the ree 
frontiers of the field and immediately useful, 
practical advice, written in a fast-read style. 

Its an ambitious goal, but one we ATHueTEe 
doubt you will find hard to subscribe to, betty 
especially when just $9.47 brings you 
your first 12 issues. 

But act now. Because at least LT 
for the time being, none of us are — 
getting any younger. 


ARTICLES THAT ADD LONGEVITY: | SPECIAL CHARTER SUBSCRIPTION OFFER | 


@The Only Fountain of Youth—Jane Brody, | Issues for $9.47 — Save 74% Off the Cover Price | 
best-selling author and health columnist shares 


| 
even be good for us! | Credit Card Holders Call TOLL FREE 1-800-333-2782 


ine -Lift—Get rid of wrinkles i LOMISEUITY aaah “ais09 


Justa sample of some recent articles in Canada and elsewhere add $4 see I subscr riptio yn. Pleas {0 m de ag ain ist be mad © 


in U.S. currency. Regular subscription price is $17.97 fo 12 sue: $319 17 io 


Longevityi Terns Sue fnig ergo: SAR ee ee Pee WpiScORR ish a go sa | 


FOR FASTEST SERVICE CALL: gona oziee 


2 YEARS. 1 YEAR. 

the best solution to those seeking to stay are: | O 24 Issues for $16.47 a 12 Issues for $9.47 | 
@The Longevity Diet—Our nutritional plan to | | 

help you beat the major killer diseases. | NAME _ s = 
@268 Common Drugs That Can Make You Look Boones - = 

Older— Your medicine cabinet may be hazard- | CITY , STATE _zIP £ | 

ous to your looks. | | | Check encl. | | Money order encl Bill me | 
@Good News About Meat—Researchers say | [Visa | |MasterCard—Itbk #_ c! | 

that it's not as bad as we thought—and it might Noch Exp Hate f : 


9. read or bought pornographic pe- 
riodicals? 

10. phoned a live phone-sex num- 
ber? 

11. stuffed your bra (if female) or pants 
(if male)? 

12. shaved or shaped your genital 
pubic hair in a particular design (moon, 
heart, diamond, clover, etc.)? 

13. masturbated where you could 
have been discovered (in a crowd, a 
city park, a gym/dorm/barracks shower, 
a movie theater, etc.)? 

14. had symptoms of Russian (rushin’) 
fingers? 

15. written down your own stories or 
fantasies (i.e., your own Penthouse 
“Forum” letter) for masturbatory pur- 
poses? 

16. sculpted erotic/obscene art- 
works in food (bananas, carrots, ap- 
ples, etc.)? 

17. made an X- or R-rated snowman 
or snow-woman? 


SECTION THREE: LEGISLATIVE MIS- 
FITS AND ETHICAL MATTERS 
Have you ever: 

18. exaggerated about any sexual 
experience? 

19. lied about your sexual preference 
in order to avoid a date with someone 
you obviously didn't like? 

20. told someone that you loved them 
strictly because you wanted to have sex 
with them? 

21. fantasized about someone other 
than your partner while you were en- 


gaged in sex, oral sex, or mutual mas- 
turbation? 

22. intentionally listened in on other 
people having sex, oral sex, or mutual 
masturbation without their knowledge? 

23. entered a bathroom of the op- 
posite sex, unaccompanied by them, 
while not involved in a search and/or 
rescue mission? 

24. flashed someone from the front? 

25. streaked, flashed, or otherwise 
pretty much totally exposed yourself in 
public before a formal (official) gath- 
ering of people (a stage performance, 
charity dinner, etc.)? 

26. given money or some favor to 
have sex with someone? 

27. borrowed/stolen/taken birth con- 
trol devices (condom, spermicidal foam, 
diaphragm, chastity belt) from your own 
or someone else's parents? 

28. been a foot-fetishist? 

29. stolen the underwear of someone 
you know for a purpose other than that 
of a practical joke or just to irk the per- 
son? (Invading the women's dorm in a 
panty-raid mission does not count.) 


SECTION FOUR: NON-PLATONIC RE- 
LATIONS 
Have you ever: 

30. been kissed below the neck, not 
including your arms or hands? 

31. petted below the waist on the first 
date? 

32. worn specific clothes for the pur- 
pose of hiding hickeys (i.e., turtle- 
necks)? 


33. fondled someone who was 
asleep? 

34. given a back massage with ulteri- 
or motives? 

35. let someone else wash you while 
you were perfectly capable of doing it 
yourself? (This means that if you were 
in the hospital with two broken arms and 
the nurses washed you, it doesn’t 
count—no matter how cute they were.) 

36. gone skinny-dipping in mixed 
company? 

37. licked, sucked, or nibbled on 
someone else's nipple? 

38. had your nipple licked, sucked, 
or nibbled upon? 

39. petted, stroked, fondled, or oth- 
erwise handled someone else's cov- 
ered genitals? 

40. given your partner an orgasm 
while petting? 

41. performed mutual masturbation? 

42. had sex? (No need for orgasm; 
penetration counts.) c 

43. had sex with a virgin (not yourself)? 

44. had sex with someone whose 
name you did not know (and stil/ don’t)? 

45. had sex with someone whose face 
you never saw? 

46. had sex with someone where 
there was an age difference of more 
than 20 years? 


SECTION FIVE: NON-PRIMARY- 
CHOICE RELATIONS 
Have you ever: 
47. been a participant in a “who's 
physically better equipped” contest? 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 269 
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The Heritage Legacy. 
An elegant motorcar for a discriminating few. 


Craftsmanship. Hand tooled. Words that For more information, please write 
define quality and speak of a sense of pride. e fone Sse isa! ah North 
Pride in workmanship. Pride in ownership. The ate koad /, ror Lauaeraadle, 
Heritage Legacy. inate. Timeless. di Florida 33317, or call (800)678-3340. 

A limited number of Heritage Legacys will be Name 


built this year. Inspired by the traditional lines of Add 
the legendary 1934 Mercedes 500K. Road tested — 
by a major car rental company. Each Heritage City 
Legacy has a hand fooled leather interior, State Zip 
stainless steel bumpers and grill and a host of 
electronic features to enhance your driving 
pleasure. Home Phone 

Join the elite that already own this magnifi- Enclosed is $5.00 for a full color 
cent motorcar. The Heritage Legacy. brochure. 


Business Phone .. 


hen Penthouse magazine announced the 
search for the 20th Anniversary Pet, we knew the winner would be an incredible sensation. But considering the 
modern-day Venus who won, it seems we broke our cardinal rule: Never underestimate Penthouse, 
She's beyond even our imagination. The search for the Centerfold Supreme became a pleasure hunt, revealing 
treasure after treasure. We saw many perfect 10's, but when this one appeared we knew we 
had found the only perfect “20.” And as she is so graciously giving to us what our dreams 
are made of, it is only fitting for us to reward and deliver to her some special gifts 
that may make some of her dreams come true. From the master hand of OLEG CASSIN, 
our mode! winner will be sleekly attired in a floor-length evening gown with bugle 
beads and sequins hand-stitched on jet silk chiffon (below). 


nd if everyone thinks they hear music 
whenever they see our winner of note, perhaps it is coming from her HARMAN KARDON deluxé car-stereo 
system—HARMAN KARDON CR151 pull-out cassette deck, CQ10 equalizer, CXO1 crossover 
network, 2-CA 260 car audio amplifier, 2-CA 240 car audio amplifier, JBL 2 pr. TO6 tweeters, | pr. TO30 
mid-range drivers, 2 pr. T61 mid-woofers, 2 T150 15” woofers, and 1 pr. T75 component 
plate speakers (left page). Though trying to out-glisten the crown jewel of our Penthouse jubilee is not an easy 
task, we have made a glittering attempt—donated from RICHTERS JEWELERS, INC., a 
magnificent 18-karat gold necklace with 18-carat diamonds and 48-carat sapphires, an 18-karat gold bracelet 
with diamonds and sapphires, and 18-karat gold round sapphire-and-diamond earrings 
with pear-shaped sapphire-and-diamond drop (below). 


rom OLYMPIA SYSTEMS FOR INFORMATION 
AND COMMUNICATION, the PEOPLE COMPUTER, with a microprocessor 16-bit; CP/M-86 dnd MS DOS; 
user memory of 128K-bytes to 512K; memory of 128K-bytes to 348K: and qual-diskette 
storage; plus an OLIVETTI 16K ET225 typewriter, M15 laptop computer, and the 1492 dot-matrix printer (top). 
From the LADRET MOTOR CORPORATION OF NORTH AMERICA, a white MAGNASTAR 
AUTOMOBILE (below). Its low, sleek form is a body of compositive structure containing Kevlar, carbon fiber, and 
aluminum-honeycompb reinforcing maternal. The doors scissor, the interior is of leather and cloth, 
and all added buttons, lights, and controls—including a 200-watt stereo system—are close at hand, yet hidden 
beneath pop-up panels. The engine consists of an aluminum-headed ohv V6 which has an 
output in excess of 300 HP. Performance is O-60 in 4.5 seconds, with a top speed of over 180 miles per hour. 


rom GERRY WOLF, INC., a 20th Anniversary 
Penthouse Pet key with an engraved crown with oval-shaped genuine citrine and a alamond-studded No. 20 
on a gold chain (top left. A CANADIAN LYNX FUR COAT provided by FLEMINGTON FUR 
CO. (right) for her holiday pleasure. A week in the country at the GOLD MOUNTAIN CHALET RESORT (seen 
on “Jeopardy” and “Wheel of Fortune” as vacation prizes) in a four-bedroom deluxe chalet 
with sauna, VCR, and CD player in Spring Glen, New York (bottom left). And from MORGAN. CREEK 
PRODUCTIONS, 2 role in a feature film. Below right, David Cronenberg as Dr. Decker in Clive 
Barker's Nightoreed, a Morgan Creek Production. The company’s previous successes include Young Guns 
and Major League. And from BOB GUCCIONE, a cash gift of $10,000. For more information 
on all of these gift items, please tum to the Gift Finder on page 166.0+—-q 
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BEAU GESTE 
(for men) 


BARE ESSENCE 
(for ey 


Pheromones — nature's very own sex attractant. Recently 
discovered in Europe and confirmed effective. Pheromones are 
the silent language of love, sending out signals to the opposite 
sex. Use intimately or in concert with your favorite fragrance. 
The greatest romantic discovery of our age. It's dangerous, but 
worth the risk! (14) BEAUGESTE (15) BARE ESSENCE 
$14.95 each 


Each catalog or product with a blue star has 
pledged to deliver by First Class mail within 
48 hours of receiving your name/address 
from our fulfillment service. This means tnat 
the catalog or product should be in YOUR 
mailbox in about 10 to 14 days from mailing 
the coupon on this page...so hurry! 
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THE INTERNATIONAL MALE 
A great place to shop for the man in your 
life. Over 52 color pages of cutting-edge 
F fashion. Contemporary European and : 
| American sportswear. Absolutely the latest | 
H and the greatest from the hottest, most eoacond 
\4 happening designers, plus a unique 
VIDEO CATALOG - Watch our ime selection of international underwear 
beautiful models come to lifeto | ae Fashion that's upbeat...not uptight. $2 
exciting music. VHS $24.95 BY ‘ : subscription, refundable with order. $2.00 


ee 


SUNUP/SUNDOWN * 
HOT, SEXY SWIMSUITS 
THONGS AND MORE THONGS - 
MEN'S TOO! For only $2, Sunup/ 
ce Sundown will send you their sexy 
swimsuit brochures for one whole 
year PLUS a $3.00 SAVINGS 
CERTIFICATE good on your first 
order! And then you have an 
indefinite subscription! $2.00 


ROMANTIQUE LINGERIE 


A fine collection of intimate 
apparel to help you create those 
romantic moments. 64 color 
pages of exciting lingerie $5.00 


NIGHT CLASSICS 

Explore the most incredible 

: st and nlrb of 

adult vibes, toys, books. lotions, ce 

=| videos, condoms, and revealing For today’s Sie 
lingerie. Buy in confidence from ae i ab ; 
Night Classics - over 1,000,000 neta i nober 

satisfied customers. Complete ae ie fel eat 

privacy and satisfaction guaran- includes Delow-Ine- 


; knee and mini-skirts, 
| 
teed! Nexttwoissues $3.00 Fansandwarerts 


jackets, dresses and 
bustier-styled tops in 
all the hottest colors. 
All our skins are hand- 
selected and imported 


rom around the world jaa * 
0 make our fine \. ‘ = 
garments. Enjoy the LEATHERS 


uxury of leather. 
Catalog $3.00 
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LEATHERS BODY PRO 


A revolutionary new 
concept in exercise wear 
- Body Pro by Ujena. 
Body Pro features 
special “Calorie- 
Burning Support 
Panels" that actually 
help you burn extra 
calories when you 
exercise. And, Body 
Pro's special silhouette 
styling makes you look 
slimmer instantly. Find 
out how Body Pro's 
eight advantages can 
work for you 

Catalog $2.00 
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SEXY SHOES 


We specialize in sexy high 
heels. 16 hot colors and many 
styles to choose from in sizes 4 
to 13. Low factory prices from 
$45.00. Fast delivery, no back- 
orders! Full color catalog only 
$2.00 


UJENA SWIMWEAR 


Sizzling-hot 
swimwear as seen on 


the most exclusive 
beaches around the 10 
world! We specialize 


in bringing you 


THE UNDERGEAR CATALOG 

Whether your man prefers the exciting or the 
traditional, you'll find it all right here. Over 
34 colorful pages of the absolute hottest 
underwear from Spain, France, Denmark and 
Milan. American classics too! Plus a great 
selection of the latest in workout gear and 


THE STAMFORD COLLECTION 


Sexy Lingerie. Adult Sex Toys. 
Adult Videos and much more 

40- Page Color Catalog. Privacy 
Guaranteed. Discreet Envelopes. 
Lowest Prices. 20 years of service. 


unique, high-quality Stamford Hygienic Corp H contemporary loungewear. $2 subscription 
swimwear and $2.00 @ refundable with order. $2.00 
afterwear at very 
affordable prices 
Our new line ! B 
| features sheer and eve Ss garden * CUSTOM CREATIVE IMAGES 
sexy one-pieces, We grow pleasurable things tor women Video's and Color 


Photographs of California's 
best, modeling exciting 
lingerie, sheer stockings, 
garterbelts, pantyhose, raised 
skirts, full figure poses and 
exciting & sexy swimwear 
Our giant catalog with three 
future issues is only $5.00 


Berea soto vibrators, liberating books, and many other pleasurable 
1 features that slim and things for women, will enhance your mind, body AND spirit! 
shape your figure Created by women for women in 1974 to affirm and celebrate 
beautifully $2.00 the sexual Goddess within. We guarantee confidence, and 


confidentiality. Catalog $2.00 al 


daring tonga bikinis 11] Our joyful, informative and enlightening catalog of quality 


MELLOW MAIL Catalog, future issues and 
4 Jumbo 4" x 6" sample color 


photographs is $10.00 


PANTY-OF-THE-MONTH * 


Join over a million customers 
who love Mellow Mail's 
incredibly sexy lingerie, super 
dresses, unbelievably funny T- fies 
shirts, hot menswear, sizzling | 

swimwear & much more! 

Values & laughs guaranteed! 

| __ Next two issues only $2.00 


Our subscription service sends 
lesigner lingerie each month to your 
oorstep—perfumed, gift-wrapped & 
nclosed with a personal note. Also 
nclosed is our Undressed to Kill 
atalogue —luxurious gifts of lingerie 
hat will never be forgotten! $2.00 


Lingerie Video-A preview of 
our latest models in sensuous 
lingerie, with excerpts from 


| their videos & photographs. 
{hour VHS only. $34.95 


GOOD VIBRATIONS * GREETING CARD FANTASIES 


This one's different. Tasteful and Erotic art by OLIVIA, the High- Ce R | Wy A at € Eb | V/ ie 
irreverent, with-fun-filled facts about Priestess of Pin-Up, Over 100 22, 

13) Discover the monthly newsletter that's changing the sex lives 
of men and women all across America. The latest news on 
sexual research and sexual techniques, the sex toy report and 
much more. Send for.sample and more information about our 
introductory offer. $2 


sexuality and sex toys, our wonder- images ranging from sensual to 
fully liberating and encouraging sophisticated sexuality 

catalog features over 20 different Communicate with your lover in 
vibrators, sensuous oils, delightful this unique, exciting way 

dildos and more. Woman-owned & 
operated since 1977. $2.00 OCARDS Catalog $2.00 


We want you to be happy with your selection...if you don't receive them promptly, call. 
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Q Special Catalog for the Disabled 
& p alog for the Disab 

S Offering prosthetics. lubricants, sensory 
an stimulators. educational resources. 


books and videos. A positive source for 
pleasurable sensations. $4.00 
(redeemable with order). Privac’ 
guaranteed 4 
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THE SEXUALITY LIBRARY * 
An unprecedented catalog of hard- to- 
find books about sex that won't insult 
your intelligence. Whether you're 
seeking electrifying erotica or 
enlightening advice, you'll find these 
books provocative and informative. 
Readers of all sexual lifestyles will 

enjoy this unorthodox library. $2.00 


Adam& Eve 


You'll love our wicked collection of 
sizzling books, naughty lingerie, 
steamy videos and erotic toys 
Privacy & satisfaction are 
guaranteed. Send NOW for color 
Catalog and exclusive 50% discount 
coupon $2.0 


[ Sexy LINGERIE 
COMBO 


2 for 1 Special. Enjoy 
being on the mailing 
list of TWO of 
America's Premier 
Sexy Lingerie 
Catalogs. TWO full 
size. full color 
catalogs. Over 70 
pages of hot. exciting 
beautifully modeled. 
men & women in the 
most up-to-date 
lingerie in America 
Neither of these 
catalogs are offered 
elsewhere in this 
program. Both 
catalogs only $5.00 


Offering a complete collection of 
sensual adult films. 11 different 
categories and 75 different videos to 
choose from. Written in a sophis- 
ticated format that won't insult your 
senses. Ideal way for couples to pick 
& choose just the right level of 
sensuality for an evening of video fun! 
Catalog $3.50 


SMOOTH LADY * 
Silky smooth legs in one day! 

Keeps legs hair free up to six 
weeks! No messy creams, no nicks 
or stubble, no razor blades. no 
expensive waxing, no batteries, no 
electric cords. Why pay up to 
$79.95 for a national brand? 
Smooth Lady is 

NOW ONLY $13.95 
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DISTRIBUTION INC NYC 
SENSUAL FILMS FOR LOVING COUPLES 
You've seen her on Donahue, The Today Show and Dr. Ruth 


Candida Royalle's highly acclaimed videos of sizzling 
romance and passion—written, produced and directed by 
women 

Time Magazine writes—"The sex scenes flow from 
female passion and needs." 


THE TOUCH OF LOVE 

Intimate Treasures officially endorses 
this manual as the BEST how-to book 
EVER written on the subject of Sensual 
Massage. Wonderfully conceived, 
written & illustrated. An absolute must 
for your sensual library. An incredibly 
intuitive, loving & thoughtful gift idea 
for the most special person 

in your life! $16.95 


Three caaytae: The ata first stirrings of passion 
and romance are brought alive in the story of the Claytons and 
their beautiful daughters. This sensitive story of budding 
sexuality was chosen by AASECT (American Assoc. of Sex 
Educators, Counselors & Therapists) for presentation at the 
annual invitational film festival, San Francisco, 1988 and has 
received high praise from sex therapists and critics alike. 
$39.95 
Femme: In this steamy series of female fantasies based on 


DAYDREAM PUBLISHING 

Daydream Publishing unveils, for the first time, our hot new 1990 
“Elite Men" calendar, featuring world-renowned models from the 
Elite modeling agency. Daydream also offers the sizzling 
"Obsession" calendar which no man should be without in his home 
or office. Both the calendars are a 16-month format so that you 
may start enjoying them in September 1989. Daydream offers over 
60 different calendar titles, so send for your catalog of calendars 
today. Catalog only $3.00 


the rock video format, a woman's favorite soap opera star 
comes to life, and a photographer and his model have a lusty 
studio encounter $39.95 
Urban Heat: A sultry summer weekend in the city provides 
the backdrop for these torrid video vignettes. Ina 
metropolitan disco, two dancers carry their passion beyond 
the dance, while an elevator sets the stage for a chance 
meeting between a handsome young man and a voluptuous 
older woman. 39. 
Christine's Secret: In a charming country inn, a city girl's 
fascination with a sexy mystery man leads to mounting 
tension that builds to an exhilarating climax $39.95 


NIGHT & DAY 
INTIMATES 


It's Hot! Sizzling 
styles in body-baring 
lingerie & 
beachwear, from 
Casual cover-ups to 
sexy silk & satin 
boudoir & evening 
wear. plus shoes & 
jewelry. Even casual 
® fashions & 
underwear for men! 
Great prices, too 


$2.00 


MICHAEL SALEM'S 

Your fantasy is reality at 
Michael Salem's Enterprises. 
Sensuous lingerie corsets, 
stiletto heeled shoes, 
stockings, breast prostheses 
and numerous related items in 
regular to super large sizes 
Catalog price deductible from 
first order. 


ADULT PUBLISHERS CLEARING HOUSE - choose one 


Please rent my name and address 
Y = S to others so that | will receive lots 


of "sophisticated" offers, $3.00 


Please notify parties of interest that 
| DO NOT wish to receive ADULT 
Oriented offers...EVER, $1.00 


Customer Service: 415-695-9785 


VOYAGES DISCOUNT COUPON BOOK 

has 40 BIG discount coupons ranging up to 
60% off of EVERYTHING in America's premier 
adult products catalog! Save MORE than the 
cost of the coupon book on your FIRST order 
of toys, vibes, creams, videos, books & wicked 
delights. Ideal gift for women and couples 

36) Coupon Book & Free Catalog $25.00 
37) Catalog only $3.50 (Refundable) 


VideoMail 


THE BEST IN HOME VIDEO ENTERTAINMENT 


We bring you the very best in sophisticated erotic video. 
Choose from dozens of sizzling, full length features. We 
guarantee quality, privacy, and affordable prices. All videos are 
available in VHS and Beta. 50% discount on first order. $2.00 


LEATHER FOR LOVERS * 


_| The hottest collection of sexy 
leather accoutrements ever 
assembled. Garter belts, bikinis, 
harnesses, straps, rings, 
restraints, slings...more than we 
dare mention! All hand crafted 
in the finest leather available. A 
really unique collection for the 
sensual connoisseur. 
$3.50 refund with catalog. 

: $3.50 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 135 


| guess the reason we'd been called in 
was because we were tougher, maybe 
stronger or more disciplined than others. 

When you first arrived on the reserva- 
tion, did you come armed? 

No. When | first came onto Pine Ridge 
| came from Denver AIM, in a'55 Pontiac 
station wagon. We didn't have weapons 
until things started getting more and more 
dangerous. The Northwest Group was 
considered to be made up of the strong- 
est warriors, because whenever a con- 
frontation came down we were always out 
in front. People knew that we weren't 
afraid to protect them, that we believed 
in what we were there for, and it had noth- 
ing to do with our being better armed or 
anything. 

In November of '72, you were charged 
with the attempted murder of an off-duty 
cop in Milwaukee, resulting in your jump- 
ing bail and going underground. 

Well, first of all, it wasn’t attempted 
murder. | didn't try to kill that cop. The 
whole thing was a setup. But because of 
that mess |'m in jail throughout Wounded 
Knee except for the last two weeks, even 
though | was organizing from inside—a 
clothing caravan, food, and everything 
else from Wisconsin. By the time | ac- 
tually got there, Wounded Knee was over, 
and what | did then was talk to the lead- 
ership. | went to the Sundance and that’s 
when | made the decision, “Fuck them 
and their courts.” | didn’t consider myself 
an American citizen, so why should | 
submit to this railroad job? 

And in the intervening year before the 
shoot-out at the Jumping Bull compound 
in June '75, you were doing what? 

Organizing in the Northwest concern- 
ing smokehouses that the government 
was attempting to close down. Along with 
Bob Robideau, who was tried for killing 
those two agents too, the group was liv- 
ing on what people gave us—sleeping 
on couches or in tents, that kind of thing— 
and we were on the move until returning 
to Pine Ridge early in the summer. 

Within an hour of the two FB./. agents’ 
arrival at your compound with a warrant 
for one of your people who'd allegedly 
stolen a pair of boots, the place was sur- 
rounded by SWAT teams with automatic 
weapons, B.I.A. police, and additional 
FB.I. personnel, some 200 law enforce- 
ment in toto. What was going on? Why 
such firepower? 

My version, and to understand it, you 
have to go back a day or two before, when 
one of Dick Wilson’s goons—Wilson was 
the head of the tribal council, a B.I.A. 
puppet—was up by this dam on the 
property firing off a semi-automatic 
weapon, an M-1 carbine. He was kind of 
terrorizing people, so | went over there 
and he told me he was shooting fish. Well, 
the morning of the shoot-out, | heard the 
shooting going on and | thought it was 
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him again. At first | didn't pay any atten- 
tion, then all of a sudden somebody ran 
up to our camp and said, “Hey, man, we're 
under attack!” My immediate reaction was 
to grab a weapon. | ran down the tree 
line and up to the nearby houses to warn 
people, the women and kids, and as | 
was crossing the clearing, | felt bullets 
going over my head. 

By this point, were AIM people return- 
ing fire? 

Yes, but a lot more than just our 17- 
member group. There were people there 
from all over the reservation. Basically, | 
was telling everybody to keep their heads 
down, making sure these women and kids 
got out of there. 

Why not run up a white flag, anything 
to stop the shooting? 

| don't think anybody thought of that. 
As far as we were concerned, we were 
under siege. We knew what had hap- 
pened to other Indian people, so what 
was going to prevent it from happening 


« 


We American Indians are a 
sovereign nation of people. We 
have a right to live and 
control our own lives. We're 
tired of being treated like 
shit, tired of this government 
trying to exterminate us. 


7 


to us? One top FB.I. man put it in a nut- 
shell when he said that Indians were going 
to have to realize they're a colonial nation 
forced to live under colonial rule. When 
a statement like that comes from some- 
body that high up, you know he's getting 
his orders from Washington. 

Given that government attitude, isn't 
there some macho madness on the In- 
dians’ side, a militarism that is suicidal, 
not to say futile? 

You've got to understand where we're 
coming from. When Indian people have 
laid down their guns, they've gotten killed. 

You're talking about Custer or the 
twentieth century? 

[With rising anger] The whole history 
of Indians! We considered ourselves ina 
state of war with the United States gov- 
ernment. We were fed up. We were tired 
of their fucking bullshit, their racism, their 
murdering our people and stealing our 
lands. They never honored our treaties 
from the day they made the goddamn 
things, so how the fuck are we going to 
trust anybody who comes in and starts 
shooting at us! We're going to protect 
ourselves. We did it then and we're going 
to do it now, any fucking time they want 


to come over and try to take from us what 
little we got left. Fuck all that shit of put- 
ting up a white flag. We're not pacifists. 
We're a sovereign nation of people. We 
have a right to live and to control and 
direct our own lives. We're tired of being 
treated like shit, tired of this fucking gov- 
ernment trying to exterminate us. And 
that's the whole goddamn bottom line, 
brother. 

Does it make any sense to go up 
against superior forces that can wipe you 
out? 

Well, they're wiping us out anyway, and 
we ain't got nothing to lose. 

If any of the kids in that compound had 
been shot, would you have held yourself 
responsible? 

No, because | wasn't the one who at- 
tacked them. | don't know if it could have 
been stopped. You got to find out the rea- 
sons for those agents coming out there 
in the first place. 

Were you under control? Collected? 

Yes, though | was scared. | won't lie 
and say | wasn't. Most of us felt there was 
the strong possibility that this whole thing 
was designed to take us out, the entire 
Northwest Group. Back in the camp, 
some of our people were missing, so | 
sent a runner out—a guy 16, 17 years old, 
who was in good shape. There was still 
a lot of shooting going on, and | wanted 
all of us to get out together. 

Who was returning the fire, though? 

| don’t know. There was shooting going 
on, we could still hear it, and by now the 
women and kids were going out one way, 
so we figured we'd gc across the creek 
and maybe draw the fire. Anyway, when 
two of our guys who'd been missing came 
back, | knew something was wrong—it 
was Joe Stunts. He'd been killed, shot in 
the head, and | could tell, just by the look 
on their faces. That's when we took off 
across the creek. We stopped and said 
a prayer, then | told them, “Look, have a 
little faith in me, I'll try to get you out of 
here.” 

Did you go down to the two agents, to 
where their bodies were found? 

No. Others went down to look for 
weapons. | myself did not go down. 

At what point did you know that the 
agents had been killed? 

Basically, the next morning. 

Not when you were fleeing the camp? 

We weren't discussing who'd been 
killed. 

But didn't you escape with Bob Robi- 
deau and Dino Butler, both of whom have 
acknowledged that they went down /ook- 
ing for weapons? Surely they would have 
seen that the FB.!. agents— 

| don't know if Robideau and Butler 
were down there. But they didn't say any- 
thing. We weren't asking questions, either. 

Why? To protect one another? 

We just weren't asking. Our concern at 
the time was to get the hell out of there. 

Aside from your group, there were other 
Indians in the shoot-out whom you had 
nothing to do with? 
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(Contestants must be of the same gen- 
der; spectators, judges, umpires, and 
verifiers may be of different gender.) 

48. had sex, oral sex, or mutual mas- 
turbation with more than ten people? 

49. been in a ménage a trois with all 
participants of the same sex? 

50. been involved in group sex with all 
participants of the same sex (four or more 
people; partners must be exchanged)? 


SECTION SIX: ALTERNATIVE CHOICES 
Have you ever: 

51. practiced frottage (masturbated by 
rubbing against another person) or ex- 
perienced the need to do so? 

52. practiced scoptophilia (viewed 
sexual organs or sexual activity openly, 
not surreptitiously, as in voyeurism)? 

53. practiced role-playing (nurse-pa- 
tient, teacher-student, border guard—well- 
endowed co-ed, etc.)? 

54. owned a collection of other peo- 
ple’s underwear? 

55. bought lingerie/undergarments of 
the opposite sex? 


SECTION SEVEN: GROUP SEXUAL RE- 
LATIONS 
Have you ever: 

56. listened to dirty jokes in mixed 
company? 

57. told dirty jokes in mixed company? 

58. watched a porn movie in mixed 
company? 

59. watched a porn movie with your 
own or someone else's parents? 

60. played a game that required you 
or others to disrobe? 

61. been in intimate contact with more 
than one person at the same time while 
all of you were nude? 

62. had oral sex with more than ten 
people (not necessarily one at a time)? 

63. had sex with more than one person 
in a 24-hour period? 

64. had sex with both genders in a 24- 
hour period? 

65. walked in on others having sex 
(committed an “oops’) and then joined 
in? 

66. been in a circle jerk? 

67. been to a (cooking/baby/Wesson) 
oil party? 

68. played naked Twister (with or with- 
out oil)? 

69. participated in a heterosexual orgy 
or been involved in group sex (four or 
more people; partners must be ex- 
changed)? 

70. propositioned a person or group of 
people for group sex? 

71. participated in a fuckathon (where 


the object is to see how many times you, 


can do it in a certain amount of time)? 


SECTION EIGHT: LOCALITY 
Have you ever: 
72. had sex, oral sex, or mutual mas- 


turbation in a place of religion? 

73. had sex in or on a construction site 
(house, office, launch platform, etc.)? 

74. had sex, oral sex, or mutual mas- 
turbation in a moderately sized land/road- 
based vehicle of /ess than 30,000 pounds 
unladen gross weight? 

75. had sex, oral sex, or mutual mas- 
turbation in a land-based non-road-de- 
pendent vehicle (train, subway, roller 
coaster, monorail, Disneyland ride, etc.)? 

76. necked, petted, masturbated, been 
masturbated, or had sex or oral sex in a 
water-based manual-powered vehicular 
transport medium (surfboard, floating 
bathtub, etc.)? (It only counts if the thing 
was in the water at the time.) 

77. necked, petted, masturbated, been 
masturbated, or had sex or oral sex in an 
aircraft (airplane, helicopter, Hovercraft, 
balloon, zeppelin, space shuttle, flying 
carpet, flying saucer, etc.)? 

78. had sex on the floor (but not the 
roof)? 


e 


This Purity Test 
represents the best and most 
exhaustive sexuality test 
ever created by man’s libido. 


? 


79. had sex on any furniture or appli- 
ance (television, washer or dryer, micro- 
wave, etc.) that is indoors but is not a 
bed, table, desk, countertop, or anything 
that is predominantly used for sitting on? 

80. had sex, oral sex, or mutual mas- 
turbation in a telephone/voting/auto- 
matic-photo booth, or any such small non- 
moving enclosure that was not designed 
for such activities? 

81. had sex, oral sex, or mutual mas- 
turbation in an elevator, escalator, dumb- 
waiter, or any internal-building people- 
moving device? 

82. had sex, oral sex, or mutual mas- 
turbation within the confines of a hedge, 
bush, other natural vegetation that pro- 
vides a wall effect—or in a cave, rock 
overhang, well, or any other secluded, 
outdoor, non-vegetative shielding struc- 
ture? 


SECTION NINE: STYLE 
Have you ever: ’ 
83..watched someone else mastur- 
bate? 
84. willingly made videotapes or had 
pictures taken while having sex, oral sex, 
or mutual masturbation? 


85. watched your partner of choice 
having sex, oral sex, or mutual mastur- 
bation with someone else? 

86. willingly made audio recordings 
while having sex, oral sex, or mutual 
masturbation? 

87. talked dirty while having sex, oral 
sex, or mutual masturbation? 

88. intentionally made more noise than 
necessary while having sex, oral sex, or 
mutual masturbation so as to put ona 
good show for whoever might have been 
listening in? 

89. had a general emergency arise 
while you were steeped in sex (house on 
fire, flash flood, hurricane, private plane 
crash-lands in your dwelling, etc.)? 

90. had your sexual technique/style/ 
skill openly praised by someone? 

91. taken nude pictures of someone 
else? 

92. had nude pictures taken of you? 

93. placed a personals ad in any 
newspaper or magazine? 

94. been involved in breast fucking 
(a.k.a. the “Hawaiian muscle fuck")? 

95. gone through two or more sexual 
positions without the need for re-entry 
(we're talking sexual acrobatics here)? 

96. fallen asleep during sex? 

97. woken up to someone having sex 
with you? 

98. used the Purity Test as a guideline 
for sex or as a checklist of things you 
could do? 

99. participated in Purity Testing with 
an ulterior motive? 

100. become interested in someone 
only after hearing about their Purity Test 
score? 


SCORING 

Count the number of “yes” answers and 
subtract from 100. The result is your pu- 
rity percentage. The higher the number, 
the more pure you are. In the same vein, 
the lower the score, the more of a sleaze- 
bag you are. 


QUAYLEWATCH!™ 
It was fated to happen. This month's win- 
ner of a free one-year subscription to 
Penthouse is none other than Dan Quayle 
himself! Yes, regardless of the tireless ef- 
forts of thousands of our readers to come 
up with great Quayle jokes, Dan has again 
proved that “it takes one to know one.” 

Last May the only brain-dead veep 
since George Bush was called upon to 
address members of the United Negro 
College Fund. This is the organization 
whose famous slogan is: ‘A mind is a ter- 
rible thing to waste.” Dan thought it would 
be a good idea to include this sentiment 
in his speech. But, true to the Quayle- 
watch!™ tradition, he opened his mouth 
and out came: “What a waste it is to lose 
one’s mind—or not to have a mind.” 

And he should know. So keep those 
jokes coming, gang—Dan can't possibly 
win for another year. And remember, with 
any luck we'll have Dan Quayle to kick 
around for the next 15 years.Ot+-g 
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Right. But stop—l'm not a rat. I’m not 
an informer and | never will be, so | have 
to be careful here. | have to make sure 
that | don't implicate anybody, get any- 
body else charged with this. 

We'll return to that issue shortly. First, 
though, after your escape from the scene 
of the shooting, the FB.!. mounted a mas- 
sive coast-to-coast manhunt and, even- 
tually, put you on their Most Wanted list. 
What did you do? Where did you and the 
others flee to? 

We stayed on the reservation for quite 
a while, about 60 days, until moving to 


Rosebud, which is the reservation just to 
the east of Pine Ridge. At Rosebud, we 
participated in the Sundance, which, for 
Indian people, is one of our most impor- 
tant ceremonies. 

You have to remember, too, that we 
don't view Rosebud and Pine Ridge as 
different reservations. They’re both the 
same tribe, the same nation, and we're 
going back and forth even though SWAT 
teams had been brought in from Phila- 
delphia, New York City, Los Angeles, 
Denver, Minneapolis. We'd stay with some 
people for a while, then with others—be- 
cause of the FB.I.’s terrorism after the 
shooting, people started demonstrating 
and the reservations got together, even 
more than during Wounded Knee. Even- 


COOL STEEL. 
HOT PRICE. 
YOURS NOW. 
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tually, all seven bands of the LaKota Na- 
tion got together and demanded that the 
FB.|. leave Oglala now, which was the 
first time in 50 years that the tribe had 
gotten together. The cops, meanwhile, 
were doing house-to-house searches, 
terrorizing people out in the country. 

During these two months you were hid- 
ing out on the reservation, the group 
stayed together? 

We stayed together until after the 
Sundance, then went to Colorado. We had 
been talking to the chiefs and some of 
the leadership, and they recommended 
that maybe we'd be safer if some of us 
went to Canada. | said, “Well, I’m not 
guilty, I'm not going to run.” We were con- 
cerned and scared, | guess, but we 
weren't so overly excited that we were 
panicking—again, we're not talking too 
much about what had happened, not 
asking questions, “What did you see, what 
did you do?” 

That's hard to believe. People in your 
group, Robideau and Butler especially, 
had gone down to pick up the agents’ 
weapons. 

Supposedly. 

Surely they must have known that the 
agents had been killed? 

| can't really say that's true, either. There 
were other people that had the agents’ 
weapons, too. 

Two of the weapons surfaced in con- 
nection with your people, though—Co- 
ler's .357 Magnum and an AR-15 found 
in Robideau’s burned-out car in Kansas. 

There were other weapons that showed 
up in other places, too. | know a shotgun 
turned up, some guy was trying to sell it. 
| don't know how he got hold of it. 

What did you think would be the out- 
come? 

Well, we knew through representatives 
of the chiefs who were coming to us that 
they suspected there was going to be all- 
out war, and because of that people were 
organizing. There was also a series of 
general meetings about what we should 
do, how we could try to hold things down 
so our people would not be getting killed. 

And at the same time you're stockpil- 
ing guns? 

Yes, there was word out around the 
country. We didn’t have any money and 
we didn't have the caliber of weapons the 
FB.I. had, so we put out word to anumber 
of different groups that we needed sup- 
port. What surprised the government was 
when the seven bands got together, since 
any number of them made some pretty 
heavy statements, like if any Oglalas were 
killed they would blockade all the reser- 
vations. 

You're talking about the majority of the 
people on the reservation, the elders, 
women? The majority of the 10,000-odd 
inhabitants of Pine Ridge? 

Right. There was a lot of fear, naturally, 
but | heard comments like, “Well, we'll 
throw rocks at them if we have to.” 

With the result that the Northwest 
Group was not only sheltered but re- 
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garded as anything but criminals? 

| don't like to use the term, but we were 
considered heroes. Remember, every- 
one expected a massacre. People looked 
at this as a potential holocaust, and so 
we organized ourselves into cells, the 
idea being that if one group was trapped, 
they wouldn't get everyone. Unlike 
Wounded Knee, there would be no more 
occupations. This was agreed to by all 
the Oglalas, certainly the majority. 

But during all this, you didn’t see your- 
self as a fugitive so much as someone 
engaged in combat, caught in the midst 
of a war. There was no civilian or judicial 
context at all. 

A lot of us talked about it, sure. “Look, 
we know we ain't got a chance in hell, 
especially if they start using bombs and 
everything else. The chances of us sur- 
viving are very, very slim.” We expected 
to be killed in battle or assassinated. And 
we also realized that very possibly some 
of us were going to spend the rest of our 
lives in prison. We'd talked about this as 
far back as '72, when we understood that 
the United States government would be 
coming after AIM. What we were telling 
each other was, “Hang tough, brother. 
Stay strong.” If we had to sacrifice our 
lives, then goddamn, we were going to 
make the sacrifice, because none of us 
wanted our children to go through the 
same shit. People have to die in a war. 

Coming back to Coler and Williams, 
how did you find out that they’d been 
killed? Who told you? 

Found out the next day from some Og- 
lala people. 

You don’t want to name names? 

No. My feelings personally ... well, 
knowing how police react to something 
like this, | felt that our chances of survival 
were very, very slim. To avoid panicking, 
| tried not to think about it. We also prayed 
with the pipe. 

“Prayed with the pipe”? 

It's a very sacred thing to us, passed 
on from generation to generation. Indians 
sit in a circle, and the smoke carries our 
prayers to the Great Spirit. The goal was 
to gather spiritual strength, plus keeping 
ourselves together so that we wouldn't 
panic. 

Do you believe that under the circum- 
stances, the killing of the agents was 
morally acceptable? 

| suppose yes. I’m not guilty of killing 
them, so why should | have any moral 
feelings toward these guys? How did they 
feel about Indians who'd been killed? 

Is that really the point? 

That's my point. We're the ones getting 
killed, so how can | feel sorry for the en- 
emy? How in hell can | do that? 

Another quote, from your attorney, 
Bruce Ellison: “I don't want to know who 
killed those agents, and | don’t ask. But 
| do know Leonard didn’t kill them. | don’t 
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think it, | know it. We just didn’t know at 
Cedar Rapids [Robideau-Butler trial] or 
at Fargo [Peltier trial] either, and these 
guys never once tried to persuade us... . 
Bill Kunstler [defense lawyer for Robi- 
deau and Butler] thought that the killing 
of the agents was not an issue. He be- 
lieves that they were innocent whether 
they did it or not.” Your response? 

Well, that was a strategy of ours to pro- 
tect other people on the reservations. We 
were not going to reveal anything to the 
lawyers as to what happened that day, 
and we tried to keep as much as possible 
from them. 

From your own lawyers? 

Yes. They're lawyers, they're part of the 
court. We don't know these people, even 
Kunstler, who has a reputation as a fighter 
who stands up for people's rights. Our 
history clearly proves that whenever we 
trust outsiders, we get the shaft. 

You're saying something very impor- 
tant here—namely, that you may know 


« 


Even rednecks know that 
this country has been built on 
stolen land. There has 
to be enormous shame. | don't 
think white people 
are without conscience. 
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who killed those agents. 

| don't really want to speak about that. 

Even though you're serving two life 
sentences for somebody else? 

Somebody has to sacrifice. If it's my 
destiny, I'll accept it. I’m going to con- 
tinue to fight to get out of prison, but my 
commitment is that if | have to spend the 
rest of my life here, or if | have to give my 
life, then I'll do it. 

Are you trying to be a saint? Why would 
you stay in prison the rest of your life to 
protect the real killers? 

Am | a saint? Shit, no. I’ve done a lot 
of wrong things in my life, things I’m not 
very proud of. Going through all the wives 
| went through, for instance. I’ve been 
married four times. Not raising my chil- 
dren. | got nine children, three grand- 
children. For someone who doesn't have 
a commitment or cause, it’s probably very 
difficult to understand. But it’s just there 
in my heart. It doesn’t come from what | 
read or what somebody tells me. A lot of 
times I've thought, “Son of a bitch, am | 
going to be here the rest of my fucking 
life for something | didn’t do?” 

Did you ever think of killing yourself? 

| wasn't suicidal so much as | felt very 


vindictive towards the government, like if 
| got the chance, I’d make these moth- 
erfuckers pay. Instead, | went to the sweat 
lodge and continued to pray, here inside 
Leavenworth. | prayed to the Great Spirit 
to give me strength to get the anger out 
of my head. It was a hell of a low point, 
but basically | pulled out of it. 

How close did you come to naming 
names? 

| guess it did get to the point where | 
was thinking, “Well, motherfucker, why do 
| have to keep doing their time?” | might 
have been there for a second, | guess, 
to be honest with you. | tried to keep my- 
self active to keep it off my mind. 

Are there individuals walking around 
plagued by guilt trying to work up the 
strength to turn themselves in? 

| don’t know if it's guilt so much as a 
sense of obligation. 

Nonetheless, are such people out 
there? 

Right. And of course, my family wants 
me to get out of here, my mother espe- 
cially. My father died last month. 

Returning to your seven-month flight 
after the shooting, during which you were 
indicted for the deaths of Coler and Wil- 
liams and put on the FB.I.’s Ten Most 
Wanted list: After leaving the reservation, 
you were next seen by authorities almost 
five months later, near Ontario, Oregon. 
News reports claimed that you were 
stopped while riding in a motor home 
registered to actor and AIM supporter 
Marlon Brando. 

Yes. We'd left the reservation after the 
Sundance and decided to go into Colo- 
rado. There was about four carloads. We 
were going to Colorado to meet with a 
Chicano group. 

What was the connection between you 
and this Chicano group—which Chicano 
group, or is that touchy as well? 

Touchy. 

But you're talking about radical Chi- 
cano groups? 

Right. Warriors. We were going to meet 
with them to decide what we could do to 
protect the people on the reservation. 
Chicanos are part Indian, and there were 
Chicanos at Wounded Knee. We're allies. 

You're talking about what the press 
might commonly characterize as an “un- 
derground rendezvous”? 

Yes, | guess. The plan was that we'd 
spread out and attempt to find some 
weapons to take back to the reservation. 
The cops are still all over the place. Shortly 
after the Sundance they raided Leonard 
Crow Dog's property, and they came in 
with helicopters. 

When Brando's Winnebago was 
stopped by Oregon police, you weren't 
alone. AIM leader Dennis Banks, his wife 
and child, and another woman—Anna 
Mae Aquash, later killed on Pine Ridge— 
were with you, plus two other AlM war- 
riors following in a Jeep wagon. 

Right. And Dennis and | both got away. 
We'd been in the motor home for possibly 
two weeks or more. When we got pulled 
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For the first time since 1960, the 
National Football League will have 
to make do without the services 
of Commissioner Pete Rozelle, 
who presided over the league's 
evolution into a sporting and fi- 
nancial colossus. Enjoy your re- 
tirement, Pete. 

Rozelle wasn’t the only pro- 
football eminence to retire this 
year. After coaching the San 
Francisco 49ers to their third 
Super Bow! title of the 1980s, Bill 
Walsh—a victim of burnout— 
kicked himself upstairs. With 
Walsh gone, | think you can safely 
write off any real chance of the 
Niners repeating as Super Bowl 
kings. In any case, since the 
N.F.L. title currently rests in the 
West, let’s break tradition and start 
off there this year. 


ARTICLE 


NFL PREDICTIONS 


BY DANNY SHERIDAN 


N.FC. WESTERN DIVISION 
The Rams finally have a shot at 
going all the way. In ’88, Los An- 
geles finished 10—6 and made it 
to the play-offs for the fifth time in 
Head Coach John Robinson's six- 
year tenure. Quarterback Jim Ev- 
erett, in only his third pro season, 
led the league in touchdown 
passes (31), and running back 
Greg Bell led the league in touch- 
downs scored (18). Both stats re- 
flect the superb play of the Rams’ 
offensive line. Thanks to all those 
draft choices acquired in the Eric 
Dickerson deal, Los Angeles is 
now loaded with an abundance of 
youthful talent. 

New Orleans is almost as well- 
stacked. | know this team. In ‘87, 
after the Saints finished 12-3 
(second best in the N.FL.), | pre- 


PAINTING BY BOB GIUSTI 


dicted they wouldn't make it to the 
88 play-offs, and they didn't. This 
year they will. The Saints’ de- 
fense is as nasty as they come, 
and when New Orleans has the 
ball, quarterback Bobby Hebert 
smoothly directs an offense that 
features the darting Dalton Hil- 
liard (823 rushing yards last year) 
and the equally explosive Eric 
Martin (1,083 yards in pass re- 
ceptions). 

As | started to say earlier— 
sorry about this, San Francisco— 
the Niners’ new head coach 
George Siefert, a defensive spe- 
cialist, doesn't figure to pick up 
where Bill Walsh left off. “The 
Team of the Eighties” will start the 
1990s watching the Super Bowl 
on TV. In fact, for the first time in 
seven years, the star-studded 


277 


Niners won't even make it to the play- 
offs. Neither will the Falcons. Of course, 
no one expects Atlanta to appear in post- 
season play. For them to do so, the Fal- 
cons merely need a 100-percent im- 
provement in three areas: ownership, 
coaching, and player personnel. 


N.EC. CENTRAL DIVISION 

What's new in the N.FC. Central? Noth- 
ing. Chicago owns this division. Since the 
team's 1986 Super Bowl victory, Bears 
Coach Mike Ditka has added more than 
30 new players. Ditka is again making 
noises about demoting quarterback Jim 
McMahon to second-string—behind Mike 
Tomczak—and this time he seems seri- 
ous. Minnesota recently signed ex—Pitts- 
burgh linebacker Mike Merriweather, 
which means the Vikings now have a de- 
fensive unit that’s every bit as vicious as 
Chicago's. (You think they call this the 
Black-and-Blue Division for nothing?) On 
offense, the Vikes—led by quarterback 
Wade Wilson and breakaway wide re- 
ceiver Anthony Carter—have shown that 
you don't necessarily need a ground 
game to score points in bunches. The 
rest of the N.EC. Central is true dogmeat. 
Desperate for a quick fix, Green Bay led 
the league in signing free agents—but 
be aware that we're talking about 17 play- 
ers considered expendable by their for- 
mer employers. Detroit is also stocked 
with journeymen, but the Lions paid less 
for theirs. Neither Green Bay nor Detroit 
has a legit quarterback, but they’re both 
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better off than Tampa Bay, which doesn't 
have a prayer. The Buccaneers’ offense 
is incredibly dull and predictable—the 
trademark of any team coached by Ray 
Perkins—and so inefficient that oppo- 
nents might as well post a sign in front of 
their end zones: “The Bucs Stop Here.” 


N.EC. EASTERN DIVISION 

After what Head Coach Buddy Ryan has 
accomplished during his first three years 
in Philadelphia, it's difficult not to pick his 
Eagles to win the division title again. Last 
year Ryan milked the considerable tal- 
ents of quarterback Randall Cun- 
ningham (3,808 yards passing, 624 yards 
rushing) to finish on top, even though the 
Eagles lost All-Pro wide receiver Mike 
Quick for two months. Philly's strength 
once again will be its tenacious defense 
led by Reggie White, who last year reg- 
istered a league-high 18 sacks. 

Ryan's boys aren't shoo-ins, however, 
for the Redskins are on the warpath again. 
Unlike last year, Washington will begin 
the season with a healthy Doug Williams 
at quarterback and a rejuvenated ground 
game that will feature running backs Ge- 
rald Riggs and Earnest Byner (acquired 
in deals with Atlanta and Cleveland, re- 
spectively). Don’t look for the Giants to 
regain their 87 Super Bowl form. True, 
quarterback Phil Simms and running 
back Joe Morris, the human bowling ball, 
are both gifted and unyielding competi- 
tors. Unfortunately, the same can't be said 
of the Giants’ offensive and defensive 


“Scratch her from our picket line.” 


lines. Phoenix's offense—led by quarter- 
back Neil Lomax, running back Earl Fer- 
rell, and receivers J. T. Smith and Roy 
Green—packs plenty of punch, but the 
Cardinals’ defense is far too mediocre to 
allow the club to contend. The N.FC. 
East's biggest changes are taking place 
in Dallas, where new Cowboys owner 
Jerry Jones replaced Tom Landry (it was 
time for him to ride off into the sunset) 
with University of Miami coach Jimmy 
Johnson. The Cowboys picked first in the 
college draft and chose U.C.L.A. quar- 
terback Troy Aikman. Aikman’s the future; 
the present is either a graying Danny 
White or a disgruntled Steve Pelluer, who 
knows he’s been earmarked for oblivion. 
Any team with a Herschel Walker—he led 
the N.FC. in rushing last season (1,514 
yards)—can't be totally discounted. A 
terrific coach, Johnson will upgrade the 
team on all levels. 


A.F.C. WESTERN DIVISION 

Last year | predicted that Chuck Knox 
would lead Seattle to its first AEC. West 
title, and he did, despite losing the ser- 
vices of quarterback Dave Krieg for seven 
games. Even though Krieg missed nearly 
half the season, he nevertheless threw 
for 18 touchdowns and was rated the 
A.FC.’s second-best passer. The team’s 
top draft choice, Notre Dame offensive 
lineman Andy Heck, will make Krieg’s job 
easier and will also boost the productivity 
of running back Curt Warner (1,025 yards 
rushing in '88). Marty Schottenheimer, 
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who comes to Kansas City after banging 
heads with Cleveland Browns owner Art 
Modell, is a high-impact coach who took 
the Browns to the play-offs in each of his 
four full seasons there. “| believe we can 
win and win quickly,” Schottenheimer said 
when taking over the Chiefs. | believe the 
guy. | also expect the Los Angeles Raid- 
ers (7—9 in ’88) to improve. The jury’s still 
out on second-year head coach Mike 
Shanahan, but if the Raiders don't get off 
to a good start, owner Al Davis will prob- 
ably hand Shanahan his walking papers. 
In Denver, the once-mighty Orange Crush 
has been reduced to pulp—the Broncos’ 
defense was ranked 23rd in the N.FL. 
John Elway is not a team unto himself, 
and it showed. In '88, Elway finished as 
the A.FC.’s ninth-ranked quarterback, his 
worst performance since his rookie year. 
And | don’t see any improvement at all in 
San Diego, which still lacks just about 
everything a good team needs. 


A.F.C. CENTRAL DIVISION 

I'd like the Bengals to repeat as division 
champs, but it won't be easy. Cincinnati 
went from 4—11 in '87 to 12—4 last year 
and ended up in the Super Bowl, thanks 
to brilliant performances from Boomer 
Esiason (the N.FL.'s top-rated passer), 
running backs Ickey Woods and James 
Brooks, and wide receiver Eddie Brown. 
The big question is the condition of Esia- 
son's left shoulder. One nagging worry: 


a possible drug scandal that may impli- 
cate several of the Bengals. If Cincinnati 
doesn't win the A.FC. Central, Cleveland 
will. New head coach Bud Carson inher- 
its a sturdy defense and an offense—led 
by quarterback Bernie Kosar—that will 
get better each week. The Browns are 
counting heavily on two rookies—Texas 
running back Eric Metcalf and Auburn 
wide receiver Lawyer Tillman—to make 
important contributions, and they will. In 
Pittsburgh, Coach Chuck Noll has finally 
realized that his famed Steel Curtain is 
about as durable as corrugated card- 
board—in ‘88, the Steelers’ defense 
ranked dead-last in the entire N.F.L. 
Quarterback Bubby Brister is no Terry 
Bradshaw, receiver Louis Lipps has been 
inconsistent—lots of problems here. 
Houston has a nifty offensive nucleus, but 
the club suddenly lacks depth. The Oil- 
ers lost too many quality players to free 
agency, and they'll be missed. 


A.F.C. EASTERN DIVISION 

Last year | picked Buffalo to nail down its 
first winning season in seven years and 
take the division title, and I'll be darned 
if the Bills didn't do just that. In fact, if it 
weren't for one critical penalty, Buffalo 
would have made it to the Super Bowl. 
This season, | don't believe that any 
amount of whistle-blowing will keep the 
Bills out of the Super Bowl. Buffalo's fe- 
rocious defense is led by a pair of All- 


Pros, end Bruce Smith and linebacker 
Cornelius Bennett. On offense, Buffalo fi- 
nally got the production it wanted out of 
quarterback Jim Kelly and received an 
unexpected bonus in the rushing (881 
yards’ worth) of rookie ballcarrier Thur- 
man Thomas. As for the rest of the A.F.C. 
East: Indianapolis is no pushover. Last 
year Eric Dickerson led the league in 
rushing (1,659 yards), and rookie quar- 
terback Chris Chandler showed plenty of 
promise. Miami is at least another year 
away from again becoming a team to 
reckon with. | think Dan Marino is the best 
quarterback in pro football, but unless 
and until Coach Don Shula can come up 
with a miserly defense, the Dolphins will 
find themselves swimming in troubled 
waters. New England needs a quarter- 
back—Tony Eason is too frail and Steve 
Grogan is too old. The New York Jets need 
counseling. Now in the seventh year of 
his five-year rebuilding program, Coach 
Joe Walton can count on wide receiver 
Al Toon and running back Freeman 
McNeil, and not too much else—and not 
for too much longer, either. 

One last prediction: In January, | ex- 
pect to see Chicago and Buffalo banging 
heads in the Super Bowl. The Bears have 
the hardest heads in football. Ditka will 
whip his troops into a frenzy all season 
long, and they're’ going to get him that 
second Super Bowl ring he so desper- 
ately desires. Ot 
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STAND-UP GUYS 


THe see 1-COF 


SIEVE SC ESS 


BY RICHARD BLEIWEISS 


Steve Mittleman — actor, 
writer, comic, sex symbol. 
Maybe we should review the 
last one. 

Tall? Well, he is six foot four. 
“| got my height from my par- 
ents. Mom's three foot two 
and Dad’s three foot two. 
When | visit them, they think 
I'm Gulliver.” 

Dark? “Albinos have better 
tans.” 

Handsome? “| was a male 
model. | modeled socks. On 
the radio. | had a chinectomy 
a few years ago. Nowit takes 
me three to four hours to 
change a pillowcase. | dated 
people who majored in ge- 
ometry. They had to get un- 
der my nose and over my 
chin.” 

Actually, Steve is actively 
pursuing a career in acting, 
and has worked with top di- 
rectors in successful films. 
He can be seen in Woody Al- 
len’s Radio Days and with 
Steve Martin in Roxanne. He 
is also a veteran of both net- 
work and cable television, plus 
numerous commercials. His 
newest interest is writing, and 
he is currently working on a 
screenplay for himself. All this 
aside, Steve is best known as 
a stand-up comic. Pent- 
house recently had a chance 
to catch up with him during 
halftime of a Jets—Giants 
football game, and asked him 
his views on... 


GROWING PAINS 

| actually started in class, but 
| wasn't the class clown, ever. 
In college | was a broadcast 
major, and | got kicked off the 
school radio station for let- 


ting off a firecracker during 
a test of the Emergency 
Broadcast System. My real 
start at stand-up came in my 
speech class. They said we 
could do whatever we 
wanted as a final project, and 
| said I’m going to do stand- 
up comedy. | wrote ten to 15 
minutes overnight— did it for 
my friends—and then | ed- 
ited the material. | killed the 
next day in class. That was 
12 years ago. | quit college 
soon after and started to 
hang out at the comedy clubs 
every day. 


THE LOVE CONNECTION 

People always ask me what's 
my secret with women. | al- 
ways leave them wanting 
more. Sometimes they don't 
even show up. | don’t have 
sexual fantasies—| am a 
sexual fantasy. | know when 
the Penthouse reader closes 
this magazine, they'll be 
thinking of me. Next time they 
pick it up, they'll go right past 
the centerfold to my picture. 


THE DATING GAME 

| was pretty shy. Once | was 
set up with a girl who was 
also shy. We didn’t speak all 
night. It kind of broke the ice. 
Eight years later we had an- 
other date. It really warmed 
me up. | remember the first 
time | made love. | felt so 
guilty, as though | was cheat- 
ing on myself. | didn't get 
much sexual advice growing 
up, but actually ... when | 
was 13, my parents took me 
to a Liberace concert. And 
when he walked onstage my 
father said, “That's what 


happens when you mastur- 
bate.” By the time | was 14, | 
had a candelabra at the end 
of my bed. 


THE NEWLYWED GAME 

| recently got married. She's 
gorgeous. She's in comedy, 
also. | had a pretty wild 
bachelor party—an Ortho- 
dox Jewish bachelor party. 
We had milk and meat. And 
we whispered the word ba- 
con. And then a Hasidic 
woman jumped out of the 
cake and took her wig off. It 
was wild. 


DIVORCE COURT 

Actually, | was married once 
before. | knew it wasn’t going 
to last when | didn't get into 
any of the wedding pictures. 
| couldn't fit into the booth. 


THE NAME GAME 

My theory is, there are first- 
name guys and last-name 
guys. I’m one of those last- 
name guys. You know first- 
name guys—Bob, Ted, Al. 
Last-name guys: Manson, 
Qaddafi, Picasso, Christ— 
well, he’s both. Picasso 
probably got picked last in 
sports. ... “Yeah, I'll take Pi- 
casso, | always get stuck with 
Picasso.” | went to a reunion 
in my old neighborhood. 
Everybody called me Mittle- 
man. Even people | hadn't 
met before said, “Oh, you're 
Mittleman.” But even when | 
was born, my father went to 
the maternity ward and 
asked, “Which one is my 
son?” And the nurse said, 
“Oh, you mean Mittleman?” 
There | was. No chin. | ac- 
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tually had a real tough birth. 
The doctor slapped me, the 
nurse slapped me, then all 
the other babies slapped me. 
But I’m a survivor. 


FANTASY ISLAND 

Penthouse “Forum.” | love the 
letters! There's always a po- 
sition I've never heard of, like 
“the Japanese slingshot po- 
sition”—having other people 
spot you so you don't fall on 
the floor. My dream is that 
when you interview the Pent- 
house Pet and you ask, “What 
kind of men do you like to 
meet?” that she holds up a 
picture of me and says, “This 
is my dream man.” 


LIFESTYLES OF THE RICH 
AND FAMOUS 

Am | famous? | don't know 
what fame is, anyway. | mean, 
| enjoy my life as long as I'm 
creative. As long as | keep 
pursuing what | love to do, 
and move along at.a decent 
pace, to me that would be 
utopia. An agent—speaking 
of fame—once came up to 
me and said, “Hey kid, sign 
with me and I'll make you an- 
other what's-his-name.” 


BACK TO THE FUTURE 
You can look for me in my own 
film. I'll be the new young 
Woody Allen. | certainly en- 
joy stand-up. | just don't en- 
joy getting there. It's the grind 
of this business. | guess I've 
outgrown some things. I've 
outgrown the need for ap- 
proval. Now I'm really doing 
it for me. It feels a lot health- 
ier now. And it’s fun now. And 
I'm much more me.O+—R 


283 


LEONARD PELTIER 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 276 


over, Anna Mae was driving. Everybody 
said, “Oh, man, cops, cops.” | stepped 
out of the van with my arms up to show 
the guy | wasn’t armed, and | said, “What 
can | do for you?” 

Did he have his gun out? 

Yes, ashotgun. There were other cops, 
but | saw only this one, who immediately 
started with “Get on the ground!” | said, 
“Hey, what's the problem here?” He's 
yelling, “I said get the fuck to the ground! 
Now!” So just casual-like, | got down and 
kept talking to him, asking what the prob- 
lem was. But he’s raving on, like, “Shut 
up!” Finally | just told him, “Hey, fuck you, 
man, who do you think you're talking to? 
Kiss my ass, you son of a bitch.’ In the 
meantime Kamook, Dennis's wife, and 
Anna Mae had come out of the van, and 
Kamook was something like seven or 
eight months pregnant. It’s around mid- 
night, half a mile down the road there's a 
whole fucking roadblock going on, and 
he makes them lie down, too. So | said, 
“Hey, man, she's pregnant. Let her sit up. 
We're not armed and we're not going to 
hurt you.” And that’s when somebody 
started shooting, | don't know who. We 
were parked alongside the road, the cop 
car behind us. And behind them was the 
station wagon, and behind the wagon was 


another cop car. Anyway, | just took off 
in all the confusion. | jumped the chain- 
link fence running alongside the high- 
way—the cop who'd been hollering at me 
to stop, that’s when he shot me. The 
buckshot almost knocked me down. | 
didn't feel any real pain, though. More 
than anything, it pissed me off. So | turned 
around and told the guy to kiss my ass, 
or maybe it was something like “Fuck 
you,” before | took off across this field. 
And not long afterward, you suppos- 
edly approached two kids for a ride in 
their car? 
[Laughing] Yes, | caught them fucking, 
a young guy and agirl, 16, 17. Itwas about 
a mile or so from the highway, down by 
some stockyards. | knocked on the win- 
down and they looked at me—you know, 
scared. He's on top of her with his ass in 
the air, in the front seat. | started smiling 
and laughed, “Hey, look, I’m sorry to in- 
terrupt you, man, but my car broke down 
and | need a ride.” He threw the car in 
gear and split, right? Both of ‘em stark 
naked. But then | kind of got concerned 
that they were going to the pigs, so | just 
kept moving, followed the tracks, jogging 
when | could. I'm still bleeding, and fi- 
nally | crawled into a haystack a couple 
miles away, just covered myself up real 
good, and stayed in there all the next day. 
What did you do about the bleeding? 
| felt the blood caking up and finally it 
stopped, but the next morning it was real 


stiff, sore. The next night at dusk, though, 
| split again. | tried to keep my mind off 
my loss of blood there, like opening it up 
again. | couldn't see the back of my shirt 
or nothing, but | knew | had to get to a 
phone and call for help. See, there were 
already bulletins out on me, and | was 
concerned that people who were consid- 
ered radical would have their phones 
tapped, so | got in touch with friends in 
Portland who | thought were safe. | told 
them | needed help, and they said, “Yeah, 
we know. You're all over the news. You 
got it.” | told them where to meet me and 
they came—there were Indians involved, 
some Mexicans, some blacks, some 
whites—and they brought me+o a doctor 
who tried to find the bullet but couldn't. 
Some old attic of a house. Then | was 
transported from Oregon to Washington, 
then from Washington to another reser- 
vation. 

You're talking about a kind of under- 
ground railway? 

Right. Then a place was rented for me 
in Canada—a cabin on a reservation, 
where | stayed until | got healed up. A 
couple of times | came back across the 
border, and the advice from people on 
Pine Ridge, tribal elders, was, “Leonard, 
you know you can't get a fair trial in the 
courts, none of us Indians can, and we 
don’t want to see you go to prison. You 
should leave. Go someplace, another 
country. Get asylum.” 
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What countries were suggested? 

Cuba. | said I'd think about it and call 
them again—it was all a pay-phone deal, 
with specific dates. 

Are you spending long periods of time 
alone at this point? 

No, not really. | had a woman, and 
emotionally, I'm excellent. The reserva- 
tion in question welcomed me with open 
arms, and everybody was operating as 
my security. When | next spoke with the 
elders from Pine Ridge, though, they were 
in terror of what was happening with the 
FB.I., and | decided not to flee but in- 
stead return to South Dakota to try to give 
them some protection. | called a few peo- 
ple in Canada, told them what was going 
on—“You guys understand the situation, 
let’s go down....” 

You went back to the reservation with 
a half dozen “warriors,” even though the 
place was saturated with cops. What did 
you hope to accomplish? 

You're right, what the hell could six or 
a dozen people do? But it was a moral 
decision. It was very emotional to hear 
these people crying on the phone, caught 
in that kind of terror. In any case, | got 
arrested the next morning. 

After you took off, Dennis Banks drove 
away and abandoned the motor home 
later that night. Supposedly he was then 
given shelter in Tahiti by Brando. Was 
there ever the possibility of your going to 
Tahiti? 
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No, | went a different route. | imagine 
if | had asked, it probably would have 
been accepted. See, a lot of people con- 
sider Marlon just another bleeding heart, 
but on the reservation we view him as a 
good-hearted man. He also knows what 
he’s talking about, he’s done a lot of read- 
ing and listening to Indian people, and 
he's taken a stand by refusing to be in 
certain kinds of movies. Monetarily and 
otherwise, he’s been very supportive. 

What do Indian people know that whites 
don't? 

Respect for diversity, which is some- 
thing we have always lived by. Like if 
somebody's different, if there's a medical 
problem or a difference in ideology. If 
somebody in your family is very ill, the 
old people and stuff like that, we never 
thought about putting them in homes and 
hospitals. We took care of them our- 
selves. We showed them the same love 
that we would for a healthy child or healthy 
grandparent. Also, Indian people have 
always had respect for mother earth. We 
look at it as a source of life, our mother. 
Without the earth, there wouldn't be any 
existence. She provides for us, and so 
the land is regarded as a living thing. We 
believe that the earth feels pain. That's 
the thing that the Indian could not un- 
derstand about the white man, his de- 
struction of it. The wars we could under- 
stand, because we had conflicts among 
ourselves; but the wholesale destruction 


of villages and families, crops and moun- 
tainsides where people dug mines, this 
was something that the Indian could not 
understand. The thing that bothered us 
the most was that somebody could take 
possession of land and say it was theirs, 
and then cut down whole forests. Going 
back thousands of years, we believed that 
it should be for future generations and 
that we're here to take care of it, not pos- 
sess it. ‘ 

In more general terms, how real is the 
sincerity of Hollywood people who sup- 
port AIM? Robert Redford, Peter Coyote, 
Max Gail, and Willie Nelson have all 
openly supported you, yet the most com- 
mon response, certainly in the press, is 
that it’s all so much radical chic. 

Well, the ones that | know personally, 
their support has been very, very real. 
Redford went to see William Webster, the 
head of the FB.I., to try to get crucial gov- 
ernment documents released. He also 
came to visit me at Marion and struck me 
as a gentle, serious man. Peter Coyote 
has come out and taken really a great 
risk supporting me, speaking on my be- 
half, and certainly Willie Nelson has put 
himself on the line. As a result of benefits 
he's done, law-enforcement people have 
said they won't do security at his con- 
certs anymore. 

AIM has been accused of being a 
Communist organization, at least a front. 


If associating with Communists makes 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 290 
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She was about five foot six, and wore 
a tight red sundress over her bathing suit. 
Her skin was smooth and totally tan, as 
far as | could see. | was already hot for 
her. As we talked, it was clear that this 
was no airheaded bimbo. Her eyes were 
intelligent and she laughed readily. Com- 
bined with her good looks and great body, 
this made me want her even more. 

After we had returned from our boat- 
ing, | asked Justine out to dinner, and she 
accepted. | picked her up at eight. Dur- 
ing the meal | learned that she, too, had 
just been divorced. | don’t remember 
much else that was said, because my 
mind was full of lust for her. | hoped it 
didn't show too much. 

After dinner | took Justine home to her 
apartment. Once inside, | couldn't wait 
any longer. | grasped her shoulders and 
kissed her firmly. She seemed surprised 
at first, but then her lips opened slightly. 

“Why did you do that?” she asked. 

“Because | want you,” | admitted. “I’ve 
wanted you since the first time | saw you.” 

She said nothing, but kissed me again, 
harder this time. Our tongues met, gently 
at first, then harder as we both sensed 
each other's need. 

We left our clothes on the living-room 
floor and within seconds we were naked 


on the carpet. We collapsed with pas- 
sion, and | positioned myself on top of 
her. We were both hot and ready, so | 
drove my rock-hard cock in all the way 
to the hilt with one thrust. She gasped as 
she spread her legs wide and wrapped 
her ankles across my butt, as if trying to 
draw me even deeper inside. | was happy 
to oblige. This wasn't lovemaking; this was 
pure fucking. Both of us were unleashing 
pure, animal lust. It couldn't have been 
more than five minutes before | felt her 
inner muscles constrict as she came. With 
one last thrust, | shot my load. 

“Thanks,” she said, “| needed that.” 

After we recovered, | carried her into 
the bedroom and laid her down on her 
king-size water bed. | began to kiss her 
tits, running my tongue in a figure eight 
around her erect nipples. | moved my 
head down to her navel as | fingered her 
pussy with one hand. She gave a little 
moan of pleasure as | slid my head be- 
tween her legs. | ate her slowly, teasing 
her by bringing her almost to the point of 
climax, then backing away. After letting 
her orgasm build, | finally let her come in 
a shuddering climax that must have 
lasted 30 seconds. 

As | moved back up to kiss her, she 
whispered, “I’m going to do to you what 
you just did to me.” She began by run- 
ning her mouth down my chest while fon- 
dling my balls. As her tongue reached 
my dick, | felt my erection get even harder. 


She licked the sides of my cock, running 
her tongue up and down my shaft as if it 
were an ice-cream cone. She occasion- 
ally kissed the head, driving me wild with 
her teasing. After five minutes of this, she 
engulfed my prick with her mouth until | 
could feel the head hit the back of her 
mouth. She began sucking in earnest, ° 
causing me to blow my second load of 
the evening. It was definitely the best 
head I’ve ever had. When she was done, 
we lay together for a few minutes. Un- 
believably, | felt my dick getting hard once 
again! 

| rolled on top of her, and she posi- 
tioned herself to make my entry easier. 
We made love slowly, letting it build for 
45 minutes, until we couldn't hold back 
any longer. We came together with one 
of the most intense orgasms I've ever had. 
| pumped load after load of jism into her 
for what seemed to last forever, while 
Justine moaned in ecstasy. We were both 
so exhausted from the session that we 
fell asleep, still tangled in each other's 
arms and legs.—Name and adaress 


withheldO+—% 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters, read the exciting 
Forum Magazine now on sale at your 
newsstand, or for this month's copy, 
send $3.00 to Forum Magazine, 200 
N. 12th St., Newark, NJ 07104. 
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In Honor, there are plenty of 

searingly explicit couplings, with new 
starlet Victoria Paris heaving 

her huge breasts in the throes of passion 
like a woman obsessed with sex. 


X-RATED VIDEO 


BY AL GOLDSTEIN 


COUPLES’ TAPE OF THE 
MONTH 

On Your Honor 

(Legend) Lb 

Writer-director Patti Rhodes 
has made a lot of solid 
choices in this video, and 
they're all slanted toward a 
kinder, gentler style of fuck- 
ing. Rhodes left out the 
ramrod-tough piston scenes, 
the slam-bam dunks, the 
quickies. This is not to say 
the tape is lukewarm, 
because it is actually quite 
steamy. There are plenty 

of searingly explicit couplings, 
with new starlet Victoria 
Paris heaving her huge 
breasts in the throes of pas- 
sion like a woman obsessed 
with sex. But even without 
the credits, | could detect a 
woman's touch throughout. 
The lovemaking no longer 
ends abruptly with the male 
orgasm, as if the come shot 
were the period in a sentence. 
There is a plateau of inti- 
macy, then a long fade, and 
on to the next scene. Rhodes 
knows that she’s making a 
fuck tape, not Anne of Green 
Gables, but she doesn't 
allow the industry clichés to 
daunt her. 

The plot of On Your Honor 
is mildly unlikely, in the way 
that the old Hollywood come- 
dies used to be unlikely. A 
judge invites a parolee to 
work as a private cook and 
servant—only here, Judge 
Andrea Wallace is a high- 
powered nympho jurist. Tom 
Byron plays Eddie the con 
to a turn, combining just the 
right amounts of humor and 
sexual fury. When he hires 
two female “housekeepers” 
to come and clean the judge's 
quarters, they rebuff his 
advances with a curt “Later 
for you.” As the inevitable 
girl-on-girl scene ensues, 
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Byron merely says, “That’s 
okay, | don’t mind watching.” 
We watch along with him, 
and Honor holds our interest 
all the way through. 


SNEAK ATTACK 

At the Pornies 

(VCA) 

Parody time, once again. 
Parody Siskel-and-Ebert time 
once again, that is. I’ve 

seen at least two previous 
versions of the plot presented 
in At the Pornies, and even 

if director Paul Thomas comes 


gent scripts, so you strain 

to hear. Rival critic Rock 
Reed (Jamie Gillis) is por- 
trayed as a flaming gay, and 
while it’s all in good fun, 
sometimes the fun is too 
broad. Though sometimes 
the broads are fun, too, as the 
all-star lineup of Aja, Nikki 
Knights, and Shanna 
McCullough try their hardest 
to spark a fire. Sloppy pro- 
duction values throw a soggy 
blanket on their efforts, 
though. Pornies is almost a 
total loss. 


Hot Scalding is just what its name implies. 


up with the best one, it’s still 
not good enough. The origi- 
nal duo from television's 
“Sneak Previews,” Gene Siskel 
and Roger Ebert, are the 
Laurel and Hardy of film 
reviewing, and they're ripe 
for skewering. Mike Horner 
and Ron Jeremy do it fairly 
well. But this tape’s plot is all 
over the place, going from 
control booth to bedroom with 
jittery suddenness, and the 
sound quality throughout 

is atrocious. One scene, 
taped in a bathroom, is totally 
inaudible. Granted, many 

are the moments when you 
wish the words were blurred 
in a porn tape, but Thomas 
usually features fairly intelli- 


PENTHOUSE PICK 
Twentysomething II 

(Vivid) 4d 

Already famous for having 
the best packaging in the 
business (no small compli- 
ment in a business where 
packaging is all), Vivid Video 
has finally made a porn 
tape to match the promise 
held out by the box. Although 
the first installment of this 
“mini-series” was something 
of a disappointment, part 
two has a relentless sexiness 
that’s hard to resist. One 
factor is the horde of fresh 
faces showing up here: Torri 
Wells, Stella Starr, April 
West, and Lynn LeMan. The 
names sound like clinkers, but 


the heady sensuality of these 
young flesh-maidens rings 
true enough. Thirtysome- 
thing? Twentyanything! This 
tape is subtitled “Executive 
Suite,” since it concerns 

a high-powered retreat in an 
unspecified mountain locale. 
The mixed bag of people 
that turn up—a screenwriter, 
a business exec, a model— 
drift from fuck to fuck utter- 
ing vacuous remarks about 
success and failure. The 
dialogue runs a smutty paral- 
lel to the mainstream TV 
show: “I’m thinking about 
getting a boob job.” “Your 
boobs look great.” “They're 
starting to droop a little.” 
“They're supposed to droop. 
You're not 16 anymore.” “| 
don't think that’s any reason 
to let yourself go.” “Your 
boobs look great.” “Yeah, they 
do, don't they?” On and on, 
into the night. Banal-sounding 
on the page, but the fluid 
camera doesn't allow us to 
linger on any one sentence or 
thought. It’s all background 
chatter for the sexual sizzle, 
which is turned on full blast 
from start to finish. 


WRONG NUMBER 
976-STUD 

(Las Vegas) 4 

Wrong number, wrong area 
code, wrong planet, probably. 
This tape has Alexander 
Graham Bell spinning in his 
grave, as a mediocre set 

of sex scenes are slapped 
together under the dubious 
theme of a male telephone 
escort service. This “callboy” 
service, which doesn't exist 
commercially, barely exists in 
this tape, so loose and dis- 
jointed is the action. We have 
a lonely chess player order- 
ing up an opponent in scene 
one. Who should come to 
play but a ravishing blonde? 


until a writer friend comes up 
with a replacement. There's 
a ghost in the new machine, 
though, and strange fanta- 
sies pour out of it every time 
Zee puts her fingers to key- 
board. There’s some real 
sizzle here, although some- 
times the plot’s machinations 
merely serve to get in the 


q way of the sex. But if you 


Twenty: sexual sizzle. 


This thematic thread is 
abruptly snipped as the plot 
loses its way. The sexes 
suddenly switch, and now 
the females start ordering up 
men. The tape quickly 
degenerates into slavish 
vignettes, each lamely intro- 
duced by April West, whose 
eyes are as unfocused as the 
plot. The theme? You girls 
out there can call up a sex- 
mate anywhere, anytime, just 
like a man. This may be 

true in the bizarre precincts 
of 976-STUD, but the action 
here gives rise to a fervent 
prayer that it won't happen to 
us. When this tape calls, 

just hang up. 


PAPERBACK WRITHER 
Wicked Sensations 2 
(Dreamland) J. 

A contorted, richly textured 
plot with a “couples” feel 

to it, some fine performances 
(Sharon Kane especially 
shines), and a seismic eroti- 
cism make this tape a cut 
above the rest. Ona Zee is 
once again a romance-book 
writer (a role she plays with 
tiresome regularity), this time 
afflicted with heavy writer's 
block. When her typewriter 
gets stolen, it’s the last straw, 


prefer your action with more 
fanciful spins than straight- 
ahead realism, this tape’s 
for you. 


BASIC ADULT VIDEO 
LIBRARY 

The Nicole Stanton Story, 
Parts 1 and 2 

(Caballero) LLLL 

Director Ron Sullivan (a.k.a. 
Henri Pachard) has done 

it again. Just when the mae- 
stro’s brilliant Taboo, Ameri- 
can Style was fading from 
memory, he has produced 
another stunning family saga, 
rich with eroticism. Eva Allen 
is a smooth Susan Lucci 
look-alike, and she plays a 
perfect Erica Kane—style 
bitch. Her Nicole Stanton 
character moves in on a fam- 
ily fortune like a terrier after 

a Norway rat, pushing all 
opposition either out of the 
way or under the covers. 
John Leslie, as Stanton’s hus- 
band, does a turn in front of 
the camera rather than behind 
it for a change. Leslie plays 
his character’s fall from power 
to wimphood in a way that 
allows him to unleash his 
considerable acting talent. 
Allen herself sometimes gets 
a little snowed under by 

the wealth of quality perfor- 
mances around her, even 
when the script demands she 
dominate everyone. But 
Sullivan's sure hand manipu- 
lates plot and character into 

a smooth, seamless surface. 


Both tapes are on your video 
store's shelves now (‘Part 1” 
was a runaway best-seller, 
and “Part 2” looks to be just 
as big), but Nicole Stanton is 
a Classic that will be around 
for a long time to come. 


CLUB FETE 

Hot Scalding 

(VCA) du 

Chrissy is rich bitch Edith 
Ashmore’s daugher, but she 
wants to strike out on her 
own—or actually score on her 
own, since she is a housegirl 
at the notorious Starlight 
Nightclub. The Starlight isn’t 
just a strip club—it’s a fan- 
tasy strip club embroidered 
with director John Leslie's 
overheated imagination. Here 
patrons get fucked, not just 
teased. When Ashmore hires 
the Friendly Rivers Detective 
Agency to find her wayward 
daughter, the two dicks 
enter a world of strange sex- 
ual psychodrama. Jamie 
Gillis does a spirited turn as 
the husband of the agency’s 
secretary, and Ron Jeremy 

is superb as club manager 
“Mr. Lagoone.” The unlikely 
plot lets down the action 
slightly, but mostly Hot Sca/ld- 
ing is just what its name 
implies. 


THE GOOD OLD LAYS 
Taboo VII 

(Intropics) 4. 

The Taboo series seems to 
roll on endlessly, but this 


tape is merely hiding behind 
the title—it has literally noth- 
ing to do with the previous 
entries except for director 
Kirdy Steven's participation. 
Subtitled “The Wild and 

the Innocent,” the tape brings 
back two war-horses from 
the golden age of smut, 
Susanna French and Lisa 
Thatcher. They are flashback 
meat for a writer (Randy 
West) and his remembrance 
of flings past. In fact, the 
whole tape consists of flash- 
backs to a time when West 


Honor is quite steamy. 


and Thatcher supposedly 
spent time in a commune. 
Even though free love was 
rampant back then, the two 
never got together to screw. 
The tape sets up’ the culmi- 
nating fuck quite nicely, 
although the effect detracts 
somewhat from the overall 
erotic power.O+—R 


RATING KEY 


A. Not recommended—You'll either get ripped off or 
get the least for your money. 


AL Fair to reliable—You'll get what you pay for with 
minimum results. 

44141 Good—Standards of professionalism are maintained. 
ALLL Highly recommended—the best of its kind available. 
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A unique opportunity to acquire 
an authentic piece of Art created by 
the one of a kind French Artist and 
Designer J.J Philippe. 

¢ Individually handsigned and num- 
bered by the Artist, each print comes 
with its Certificate of Authenticity. 

e Only 840 prints of each title will ever 
be printed worldwide. 

¢ Each print is offered at $150.00, or 
the three titles at the special saving 
price of $400.00. 


Prints are 25”x18”, reproduced on high quality 
#80 paper, ideal for framing. UPS shipping and 
insurance charges are included. 


The J.J. Philippe Collection 
1501 LBJ Freeway, Suite 550, Dallas, TX 75234 


(Buckle Up, Please (Monday Blues... 
(Playtime Cowboy? 

Name. 

Address. 

City. 

‘State ae eee 7p eee 
CCheck enclosed [Money order enclosed 
OVisa () MasterCard-Interbank # 

Acct. #. Exp. Date. 
Signature 


Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
©1989 J.J. Philippe All rights reserved by the artist. 
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LEONARD PELTIER 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 286 


you a Communist, then | guess some of 
us are. But that line of reasoning is non- 
sense. Like | said before, Indians, not just 
AIM, believe that our elders and children 
should be cared for by our government, 
along with our medical and education 
needs, and that’s a form of socialism, | 
suppose. But as far as AIM’s being Marx- 
ist or Communist, that’s absurd, an out- 
right lie. 

What about the support AIM has re- 
ceived from various Marxist and even 
designated terrorist groups? 

Yes, | agree that we've had some as- 
sociation with a number of different third 
world or political groups—the PL.O., the 
|.R.A., and Venceremos. Our association 
with these groups doesn't make us ter- 
rorists, though. 

The hand grenades, dynamite, and 
detonators? 

For self-defense. AIM has always been 
a self-defense group bent on preserving 
the sovereignty of the Indian nations. We 
don’t go around destroying dams or 
blowing airplanes out of the sky. We have 
never done anything like that, and there’s 
no evidence we have. 

You've received money, albeit indi- 
rectly, from Qaddafi. 

That's horseshit, like all the rest of this 
stuff put out against us. We've recently 
had meetings with Qaddafi, in Libya, be- 
cause he has tried to organize a world- 
peace-council type of organization. Of 
course he’s made some pretty radical 
statements, but the man ain't no fool. He 
doesn't want an all-out war. He’s not a 
maniac. The AIM representatives had 
some funding to help pay their transpor- 
tation, but it’s not like we were receiving 
moneys for terrorist acts, as the govern- 
ment has said. That's just not true. 

How do you account for Indians as “the 
forgotten minority’? The average white in 
this country is aware of racism against 
blacks, Jews, Chicanos, and others, but 
seemingly not Indians. 

We've discussed this many times 
among ourselves, and part of it is that 
most people aren't exposed to Indians. 
On the other hand, in Minneapolis, Los 
Angeles, and Milwaukee, where you've 
got a high Indian population, we're dis- 
criminated against too, so the obvious 
conclusion isn't just geography. Part of it 
is the media, how Indian people have 
been stereotyped, like in the movies. 
We're not just savages, we're anachron- 
isms, like we existed only in the Old West, 
and it’s really a romanticized attitude 
which works terribly against us. 

How much of it has to do with a deep- 
seated shame, something so buried that 
people cannot recognize it? 

| would say that plays a big, major part 
in it. If you really sit down and talk to some 
of these racists, they’re the first ones to 
admit that, yes, Indians were treated bad, 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 298 


Sensual 
Toys 


Embarrassed to ask about the toys that exist 
for enlivening or rejuvenating your sexual 
relationship? What new and easy ways there 
are for no-risk experimenting in your sexual 
life? At your pace? 

You're not alone. Many, many men and women 
feel the same. They've seen the sleazy sex shops 
all over the country. Places they don’t even want 
to enter. 

But there is an alternative —with total privacy 
and ultimate ease. How? In a tasteful, informative 
full-color catalog . . . for you to browse in the 
privacy of your home and at your leisure. Then 
simply order by mail or by just picking up the 
telephone, at all hours. 

You'd also be ordering discreetly. Our pack- 
ages are all shipped under our shipping affiliate’s 
name for maximum privacy. Night Classics 
doesn’t even appear on the parcels. 

What do the Night Classics Catalogs offer? The 
most complete, incredible selections of lotions, 
vibrators, how-to books, funny games, condoms, 
amazing adult videos ... and very sizzling 
lingerie! 

All catalog selections are value priced. And 
more importantly, your satisfaction is guaran- 
teed by a company that has been serving over 
a million satisfied customers for over a decade. 

So treat yourself to new pleasures. Discover 
new, innovative methods of introducing yourself 
(and perhaps your partner) to new heights of 
4 pleasure. 


What’s the deal? 

Subscribe now to the Night 
Classics Catalogs. A year's 
subscription is $5, refunded 
as a credit on your first pur- 
chase. Five bucks. The cost 
of a glass of wine. How can 
you lose? You can't. 

So join the fun! Fill out 
the coupon below and 
mail. Or charge a subscription 
right now by credit card—you can phone us 
24 hours, 7 days. (Use item #71111) 

Call now: (612) 942-0635. 


Croc" -- ccs 


Wh Jp ns A401 
Silk assis’ Subscriptions Department 
P.O. Box 8111, San Rafael, CA 94912-8111 | 


Please rush me, by first class mail, my copy of | 
the Night Classics Catalog (Item #7111). Enclosed 
is my check or money order for $5 which will be 
applied to my first purchase. (U.S. residents only.) | 


Name 


Address 


City 


State Zip 
I am an adult over 21 years of age. 


Ss ees 


I Signature required. 
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Is that heart-related? No, because it’s an 
extremity. So you become very con- 
scious of your health. And other things 
I'm so aware of—the pressures of time. | 
look at time as a wonderfully pleasant day, 
a terrific gift. Like a gift. So if I'm on an 
airplane and it starts to bounce around, 
| think, why the fuck did | take this plane? 
Why do | need a fucking airplane? | make 
all the money | need and | don’t have to 
see anyone if | become afraid to fly. But 
| fly. But if it's a bad flight, | start to get 
fearful, where three or four years ago | 
wouldn't have been. 

Have you been told to give up sex? 

Oh, you never give it up. Just put a 
different value system on it. Actually, sex- 
ually you're much better. Much better than 
you ever were. | have no memory of ever 
being better sexually than | am now. 

But you wrote that you don’t chase as 
much as you used to. 

No, because |’d rather read a good 
book than chase just to chase. In other 
words, if | know it’s a chase just to chase, 
itis really easy. But there are other prob- 
lems you've got to think about today. The 
L.A. Times is doing a story on eligible 
men. They said that I’m one of the most 
eligible men in the country because |’m 
55 years old, single, high-profile, good 
sense of humor, make a lot of money, had 
heart surgery, good systems, eat well, 
Jewish, heterosexual, and that | would be 
in the smallest category of single men in 
America. So what's it like to date at 55? 
To date at 55 means you bring a condom 
on every date. So the difference in my 
life is, I'll never sleep without a condom 
again. | asked C. Everett Koop who 
should wear condoms, and he said 
everybody in America who's been mar- 
ried under five years. And single. And | 
said, “Everybody?” Everybody. Unless 
you're 22, married a girl at 17, and you 
haven't been around. That’s changed so- 
ciety a lot. It’s changed the sex act a lot, 
too. I've interviewed nine people with 
AlDS—they’ve all died in the last five 
years. See, AIDS changed the world, it 
changed society totally. And it changed 
me. You've got to be careful. 

One last question: Why are you the best 
in the business? 

| asked Sinatra once—you know, he’s 
obviously such a great phraser—if he is 
conscious of whether he’s singing differ- 
ently. And he said he never is. He just 
sings. That's the way | am. | have never 
lost that—you know, what The New Yorker 
called “street talk.” It came from where | 
was raised. | was just that kind of kid, still 
living it out. | figured that’s a gift. | think 
that people who do well, what they did 
was they took what they had and they did 
well with it. But they forget a lot that what 
they have was a gift. Curiosity and a good 
voice were gifts to me. There's a lot of 


luck. O+-q 


WE'LL GIVE YOU SOMETHING 
SEXY TO SLIP INTO...FREE! 


We invite you to slip into Contempo® 


The sexy new condoms fashioned 
for our times. Passionately designed 
to pack big-time protection into 
the most erotic. cover-ups you ever 
slipped into. Sample all 6 styles 
and slip into something sexy with 
your favorite partner. 


Six Sexy Condoms 
To Slip Into...FREE* | 


() Yes! 1 want 6 FREE Contempo Condoms. 
Ive enclosed $1 for postage & handling. | 


NAME 
| ADDRESS 
CITY STATE ___ZIP 


Mail to: Sample Offer, Stamford Hygienic Corp., 
Dept. pp-92 
| P.0. Box 932, Stamford, CT 06904 | 


“Also includes FREE Catalog, For Lovers Only. | 
Plus FREE Condom Carry-Pak. 


Fast, lowest prices, most orders processed in 24 hoursor less. 110, 126, 35mm, Disc, Professional, 120/ 
220, color & B/W prints, enlargements, slides, posters, post cards, business cards, photo stickers, 


mugs, T-shirts, calendars, puzzles, and more. 
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tightening up of the international non- 
proliferation agreements, with major in- 
spection rights. 

And with sanctions for those countries 
that don’t accept major inspection? 

Yes, economic and political sanctions. 
Verification’s going to be difficult, given 
the fact that technology is now making it 
possible to hide these weapons, but it 
can be done. What you can do is ban 
delivery systems. It’s very hard to hide 
missile launchers. 

What about chemical weapons? At the 
moment, the nuclear powers, who are also 
the main chemical-warfare powers, are 
asking less powerful nations to give up 
their chemical-warfare capabilities—the 
poor man’s nuke. Isn't it naive to expect 
chem-war disarmament before nuclear 
disarmament? 

No. | don't think one has to occur be- 
fore the other. | think we must all be work- 
ing to control chemical and biological 
weapons at the same time as we work on 
controlling nuclear weapons. And, as with 
nuclear proliferation, | think it’s going to 
require some very tough measures 
against proliferators, including our al- 
lies—such as the Germans, who export 
the technological capability to build these 
extremely dangerous, massively life- 


threatening weapons. We should not let 
this genie any further out of the bottle. 

/f you were president today, how would 
you change American foreign policy? 

| would be moving much faster than 
the Bush administration in responding to 
Gorbachev's initiatives in the areas that 
we've talked about. I’d be moving much 
more vigorously in the Middle East, as 
risky as that is politically. | think the United 
States should try to act as a catalyst to 
get people together, and | think the trag- 
edy of Lebanon may give us the key. Get 
Lebanon before the U.N., and get multi- 
national participation through the Secu- 
rity Council. And then expand that as 
quickly as possible—a long-range peace 
conference. 

Multinational military forces? Some- 
thing similar to the U.N. in the Congo— 
now Zaire—in the early sixties? 

Yes. 

You think enough countries would re- 
spond? 

Well, we'll never know till we try. 

| just heard you address a luncheon 
audience. | take it you've switched gears 
and that you are now in favor of the cre- 
ation of a Palestinian state. 

As part of an overall agreement, with 
secure borders for everyone—U.N. Res- 
olution 242. 

You've changed your mind since your 
election campaign. 

Yes. | was wrong. Israel and Palestine 


should recognize each other. Israel 
should withdraw from the occupied ter- 
ritories and the Palestinians should end 
resistance warfare against Israel, as part 
of an overall agreement. 

In the campaign, you said you favored 
moving the U.S. embassy from Tel Aviv 
to Jerusalem. 

| was wrong. 

Some of your old colleagues have run 
into real problems by taking on the Israeli 
‘obby. But you've said that you’d never 
been intimidated by the lobby. 

Well, | wasn't. | really wasn't. I’ve al- 
ways been opposed to bigotry. Bigotry 
against Arabs is just as hateful to me as 
bigotry against Jews or other minorities 
in America. I’m an Irish Christian, but | 
don't like to see Irish Christians killing 
each other in Ireland. 

There are still a half-dozen countries 
we don't recognize or with which we don't 
have relations. Would you be in favor of 
having relations with all countries, re- 
gardless of their policies? 

Yes, but with the exception of regimes 
that grossly violate human rights or com- 
mit genocide—ldi Amin’s, for example. 
There have to be some exceptions— 
countries with which you can’t have re- 
lations. We certainly shouldn't have re- 
lations with a country with which the 
United States is at war. ... 

| don’t think outrageous behavior 
should be sanctioned. Hitler. The Japa- 


SHE THINKS IT’S ONLY MUSIC, BUT 
SHE’S BEING EROTICALLY 
PROGRAMMED TO LOVE you! 


C TEX 


Chicago Tribune: 
“Something entirely New” 


“Finally getting my share!! 
Thanks.” BE MA. 
“| know for a fact it works!” 


WHEN SHE HEARS THIS TAPE, 


1) You are the world’s most 
desirable man. 

2) Other men are dull and 
sexually repulsive. 

3) She is deeply in love with 
you. 

4) Sex with you is 
“necessary and right”! 


It’s the world’s most 


SIMPLY insert the MEPHISTO 
SUBLIMINAL CASSETTE (car-home- 
portable), She will only notice music, 
BUT inaudible, hidden 
commands penetrate her 
subconscious mind. Soon, 
she wants you with an 
overpowering passion. 


Scientific Demonstrations 
prove; Subliminal stimuli 
activate involuntary bodily 
responses such as; 

That 
means Mephisto’s 
“hidden” orgasmic 
subliminal commands will 
secretly focus her erotic 
urges on you and plant 
your image (like a seed) 
deep into her 
subconscious swelling 
her sexual excitement to 
the edge of orgasm! 


Sexologist agree: The 
process of bonding (the 
choice of “only”’ one man) 
occurs in her 
subconscious and is the 
trigger to a women’s 


Mephisto’s Subliminal 
technology converts 
Seduction from an Art to 
a Science. 
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invincible erotic stimulant. 
Gallery Mag.: “She simply 
cannot resist this tape!” 


Soon you 
will hold in your hand the 
most POWERFUL and 
sophisticated 
APHRODISIAC in history. 
This unique 60 min. tape 
(audible music & subliminal 
erotic commands) is ONLY 
available from MEPHISTO. 
Simply labeled ‘‘Mood 
Music,” it comes to you ina 
PLAIN PACKAGE. IT'S 
YOUR SECRET. Only you 
will know why she suddenly 
agrees to ANYTHING! 


MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE!! 

FREE CATALOG: “CUSTOM” 
FANTASY TAPES ALSO 
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5) Have sexual dreams of 
you. MEPHISTO’S 

6) Have visions of your 
hands in foreplay. 

7) Lose her modesty and 
inhibitions! 

8) Urgently need you to give 
her a climax! 


Works whether you know 
her 10 minutes or 10 years! 


REVOLUTIONARY METHOD 
uses the astonishing 
psychological discovery 
(subliminal motivation) to 
TRIGGER A WOMAN’S 
BASIC URGE FOR SEX 


OTHER TAPES BY MEPHISTO 

0 Vol. 107 ‘‘Great Lovers Are Made Not Born” 
Side 1 transforms you. Side 2 seduces her. 

0 Vol. 117 ‘The Confidence Seed”’. Is there any 
future without confidence. 

U Vol. 534 “The Dollar Tree”. Become alert to 
opportunity and motivated to act!! 

© Vol. 113 “The Subliminal Diet’. First you’ve got to 
THINK THIN the rest is automatic. 

0 Vol. 601 Erase Stress (Vol. 116 The Last Cigarette 

C] Vol. 115 Taming Depression 

() Vol. 901 Cure Procrastination 

(1) The Hour Of Love: Banishes modesty and hangups. 


Send check or money order to: 
MEPHISTO 
P.O. Box 386, Dept. G6, Westmont, IL 60559 
VISA/MCG Exp. 
SAVE! Any 3 for $38. Any 7 for $79. (Post. Paid) 


Foreign Orders: U.S. Funds Only! NO C.O.D.’s 
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16 of the world’s top male and female billiard players 

cover every aspect of the game in this comprehensive instructional video. 
Sharpen your skills with individual tips! 
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Shots By Hot Shots or How To 
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$22.95 + $3.00 S/H = $50.90 
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Get Hustled. Each Tape $24.95 
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[i , Se ee SH nes ae eee See 
By Jimmy “Pretty Boy Floyd” Mataya, 

The World’s Greatest Hustler The World's Greatest Hustler shows you how players 
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nese bombing of Pearl Harbor. 

Do we help to end tyranny by turning 
our back on it? France recognizes na- 
tions, not regimes. The British don't rec- 
ognize governments that don’t control 
most of their territory, although they made 
an exception for people like Charles de 
Gaulle during World War II, and they're 
making an exception now for Lebanon. 
You seem to be saying the opposite— 
that the presence of an American am- 
bassador is some sort of seal of Ameri- 
can approval. 

You may be right. I’ve never thought it 
through. 

What do you feel about political-nom- 
inee ambassadors? Isn't this the modern 
equivalent of barratry—the purchase of 
public office? Elsewhere in the world, po- 
litical ambassadors are associated with 
juntas and dictatorships. 

Well, | don’t know that we will ever again 
have a reform or a law which prohibits 
political appointees from being sent off 
to embassies. | think the American peo- 
ple ought to insist that their presidential 
candidates commit themselves, to the 
degree possible, to putting career for- 
eign-service and experienced people in 
at least the important embassies around 
the world. If they put too many totally un- 
qualified people into Moscow, London, 
and Paris, they would suffer for it politi- 
cally, because the word would get out. If 
an ambassador's a total dope or incom- 
petent, we usually find that out fairly 
quickly. 

You seem to be saying that it doesn't 
matter too much if we put a cornflakes 
tycoon into some small country. Is there 
any reason for anon-career ambassador 
to be in any post where he or she does 
not have exceptional regional and lin- 
guistic qualifications? 

None whatsoever. That would be clearly 
just a political reward. It’s a bad system. 

So if you’d been president, you would 
have refused political candidates with no 
regional qualifications. 

Absolutely. | would have tried to. | would 
have looked at the academic community 
for some posts requiring strong regional 
experience. And let's say some country 
is basically agricultural. | don't think it's 
out of the question that we might find 
someone in the private sector in agricul- 
ture as an ambassador to that country 
who would be extremely knowledgeable 
about agriculture, even though he didn't 
have the diplomatic or regional back- 
ground. But that would be a very rare 
case. | would have concentrated on the 
career foreign-service corps. 

Why was your presidential campaign 
destroyed by a single problem? 

Just as many Russians want to hold on 
to the status quo, so my campaign threat- 
ened the established order, the tradi- 
tional Democratic party as it has been 
since Roosevelt. Kennedy only became 
the party candidate by defeating the es- 
tablished political structure of the party. 
Back in 1960, none of the Democratic es- 
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tablishment was in favor of Kennedy, not 
even the labor unions. But in those days, 
he only had to win four primaries. The 
Democratic party establishment recog- 
nized that he only had to win relatively 
small numbers quickly. After that, he had 
an independent means, which | did not. 
Even in 1984, my problem was that the 
unions were behind Mondale. 

Why was Dukakis a failure as a can- 
didate? 

He wasn't bold enough. The people 
said the economy was doing okay, we 
weren't at war, so he took a very cautious 
approach. What he failed to do was to 
offer a different objective, to take on the 
unconventional. Reagan's ideas, like 
Margaret Thatcher's, are very simple but 
very strong—increased military forces in 
an increasingly dangerous world, dereg- 
ulation, and so on. Now we're paying the 
price for that oversimplified approach— 
all the way down to tanker spills, pollu- 
tion, insufficient air-traffic control. TV 


6 


After my experience, | 
think people concluded that | 
was unfairly handled, 
that the press went too far. | 
don't think they 
will ever go that far again. 


, 


helped to make it possible to oversim- 
plify the issues. And once you're in power 
in this country, you can do more or less 
what you like. A president of the United 
States has virtually full power. He can 


‘command a TV audience of 60 million 


people and get them to approve, by os- 
mosis, his agenda on education reform, 
his summit talks with Gorbachev, how to 
clean up oil spills, anything. You just have 
to be sure not to challenge the establish- 
ment directly. When | was campaigning, 
| had opposition from the A.FL.-C.1.O. over 
something called domestic content, to 
which | was opposed. [Labor wanted for- 
eign vehicle-assembly plants in the U.S. 
to use 80 percent domestic materials or 
parts. | 

Gorbachev is one challenge. What 
about “Europe 1992,” Western Europe's 
creation of a single, integrated market by 
that year? 

Historically, the single European mar- 
ket in 1992 is probably the biggest eco- 
nomic development to come along in 50 
years, and the United States has no pol- 
icy to meet this. We're an insular country, 
we're over-confident, and our leaders 
don't tell our businessmen what to do or 


give them a range of options. 

Since you do have a program, are you 
going to run for office again? 

No. | was in office for 20 years, and it’s 
no fun anymore. There were never really 
more than two jobs | wanted—senator 
and president. Today, | might be tempted 
to be arms negotiator in Geneva, or am- 
bassador in Moscow, but otherwise—no. 
The money required for a political cam- 
paign today is out of sight, especially for 
TV. I’ve paid off $4 million of my cam- 
paign debts, but | still owe about 
$800,000. Carter still has debts. There 
should be a limit on what can be spent 
on a campaign and a limit on TV time. In 
the Congress, they should ban honoraria 
and raise salaries. 

Since cash was your problem, can you 
honestly say that you were never behola- 
en to any lobby? 

When someone asks me that, they 
mean the Israeli lobby. | honestly believe 
that when American Jews give money, 
they don't give it only for Israel. | don't 
believe they could ever come up with 
enough money to influence any serious 
politician's vote on foreign affairs. Not 
anymore, anyway:-Of course, not all pol- 
iticians are serious. 

Has Henry Kissinger’s. ideology re- 
turned to power in the Bush regime? 

It's the Kissinger mentality rather than 
the Kissinger ideology. Kissinger is an old 
European whose whole mentality has 
never come out of the cold war. He grew 
up on it, and he’s never outgrown it. The 
cold war threat is more emotional than 
real. We've lived for a lifetime with a real 
or imagined East-West threat. I’m sure 
Gorbachev has similar problems with his 
own people. The younger Europeans un- 
derstand his problems better than Amer- 
icans do, because first and foremost 
they're conscious that Russians are Eu- 
ropeans. 

How is America faring, faced with the 
rise to power of the Pacific Rim? What 
would you think of a Japanese free-trade 
agreement with the U.S.? 

We need a new U.S.-Japanese policy 
involving a re-allocation of Japanese re- 
sources. Japan should play a greater 
leadership role in trade, something more 
global—not just selling, but a role in the 
management of the global economy. But 
a U.S.-Japan free-trade agreement would 
be more difficult than an agreement be- 
tween European countries, because the 
U.S. and Japan don't have the same 
things in common as Europeans have. 

You're opposed to the establishment 
and have often spoken of a need to 
change the “system.” If the next gener- 
ation decides to rewrite the Constitution, 
what should it do? 

Obviously, anyone who has had the 
opportunity to serve in the government, 
in either the executive or legislative 
branch, is aware that we have a terribly 
inefficient system—but of course, there's 
that great Churchill quote about democ- 
racy being the least efficient form of gov- 
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ernment, except for all the others. The 
more | study the Founding Fathers, the 
more | agree that to a certain extent they 
built in some inefficiencies. The price of 
the so-called checks-and-balances sys- 
tem was a set of political institutions that 
is not destined to work very well, and cer- 
tainly not to work with any expedition. 
There are commissions created every 
decade on how to change our system 
fundamentally. | don't think it'll ever hap- 
pen. For better or worse, we've accepted 
the system we have, and | don’t think we 
ought to try to figure out how to improve 
what we have, except on the margins. 

On the margins, how do you feel about 
a single six-year presidency? 

| don't see any particular need [for that]. 
It will not solve the basic problem, which 
is for a president to have the courage to 
do what he should do, whether he’s from 
one party or the other. | think if we could 
find a way to redirect our leaders’ atten- 
tion toward what | would call the national 
interest, instead of trying to satisfy a se- 
ries of special or narrow interests, then 
we would be well on our way to solving 
a lot of this country’s problems. And these 
things can be done in one four-year term. 

Those who favor a six-year term say a 
president spends his first four-year term 
trying to ensure re-election for a second 
term. Six years would also enable a big- 
ger slate of legislation and policies than 
four. 


Well, you know, senators have six-year 
terms, and in the course of the 12 years 
| was in the Senate, | saw senators begin 
to run for re-election the very first year 
they were in office. 

Wouldn't that speak in favor of the sin- 
gle six-year presidency, with no prospect 
of re-election? 

What he could do in six years, he could 
do in four, if he wanted to. But certainly, 
a single-term presidency is an option 
worth considering. 

What about the House of Representa- 
tives? With only a two-year term, a con- 
gressman is always running for re-elec- 
tion. 

Well, | think there’s a stronger argu- 
ment for a four-year House term. But I'm 
kind of a constitutional fundamentalist. | 
don't really like to tamper with the Con- 
stitution very much, including terms of 
office. 

What about the electoral college? Pre- 
sumably, one day someone will win a 
popular majority but lose the election by 
losing New York and California by a few 
votes, and then there'll be riots. 

That one ought to be seriously thought 
about. The electoral college could be 
abolished, | think. There's very little rea- 
son today to perpetuate that institution. 
Given the fact that we are a much more 
cohesive nation, with much more imme- 
diate communication capabilities, the 
notion of the electoral college really 
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doesn't make a lot of sense. 

Didn't it become out-of-date with the 
invention of the telephone? 

That's right. Yes. 

What about the primary system? Do you 
favor regional primaries or one national 
primary? 

| think there's a lot in it. Actually, the 
ideal system is what | would call the Col- 
orado system. In Colorado, we combine 
the primary and caucus systems. That is 
to say, to win a nomination for statewide 
office, one has to organize at the grass- 
roots level—small neighborhood cau- 
cuses that select delegates to the state 
convention that nominates people for the 
ballot for a primary held later. The caucus 
system is important for strengthening the 
party-building method. The primary is the 
party-expanding mechanism. And if we 
could figure out nationally how to do 
that—caucuses in all 50 states simulta- 
neously, say, in March, to be followed by 
a national convention, say, in May, to be 
followed by a national primary for the 
candidates who emerge from that na- 
tional convention—that would be in many 
ways a simpler and a better system, and 
it would help strengthen the party. 

It would still make for an awfully long 
campaign. 

Yes. | don't know how to solve that, 
given the size of the country. 

Japan gets by with a two-week cam- 
paign. America has twice the population, 
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so why not a month? 

But Japan is a parliamentary system. 
The screening is done by the party. Here, 
the screening is done by the active peo- 
ple in the party—not elected officers, but 
people at the grass roots. | think that it’s 
basically a good system, even if it takes 
an unconscionably long time. 

America is the only country with an 
elected judiciary. Doesn’t introducing 
politics into the choice negate the sep- 
aration of powers and encourage grana- 
standing by jurists? 

Well, it's a state option. Some judges 
are elected, some are appointed. There 
are arguments for both ways. | think, ba- 
sically, judges should be appointed and 
not elected. 

Or chosen by their peers? 

Or chosen by their peers. But | don't 
see a national law being passed to pre- 
vent states from electing judges if they 
choose to. It's a states’ rights kind of 
question. 

What were your feelings in the debate 
over John Tower as secretary of defense? 

In the case of Tower, unfortunately, | 
think the debate missed the question of 
conflict of interest. The debate was more 
about his personal life. | think the conflict- 
of-interest question was very legitimate. 
Unfortunately, the question of all that other 
sensationalist stuff prevented a serious 
discussion from being held. All of a sud- 
den the serious press became the Na- 
tional Enquirer. We never got to the real 
question. 

You think the so-called moral issue 
clouded the real issue? 

Oh, yes. And | think there was a real 
issue. On the other hand, Jim Baker 
seems to have escaped with a one-day 
story on his conflict about having money 
in Chemical New York Corporation when 
they were figuring out what to do about 
Latin [American] loans, and [Laurence] 
Eagleburger took close to a million dol- 
lars out of Kissinger Associates for ad- 
vising countries whose identity he never 
disclosed. Tower was not alone in this 
conflict-of-interest question, but for some 
reason he was targeted more than the 
others, and on side issues. 

Was he bludgeoned to the ground by 
irrelevance? 

To the extent that in the United States, 
for 200 years, a public person's private 
life has been seen as relevant only to the 
degree that it affects his ability to con- 
duct public business. In John’s case, | 
served with him for 12 years, and | never 
saw him inebriated or behaving in any 
way that prohibited him from exercising 
responsibility. 

Was he still in bed with the defense 
industry? 

This was not explored. 

Was his sex life, if he had one, rele- 
vant? 

| don't like the Senate of the United 
States focusing on this sort of thing. 

You yourself were held to higher stan- 
dards of marital conduct than the prime 


minister of Greece, who regularly spends 
the night with his mistress. Were you a 
victim of the National Enquirer's influ- 
ence on the establishment press? 

| don't want to talk about it. 

Do you think you were unfairly treated? 

The train has left the station. | don’t think 
there’s any purpose in discussing it now. 

But you were a presidential candidate 
whose candidacy foundered on a trivi- 
ality. Let’s talk about moral issues in 
American politics, about genuine beliefs 
and hypocrisy. 

Both parties have passed on to the 
press the resolution of moral issues. The 
press is even saying, in editorials, that it 
has a duty to protect the American peo- 
ple. Are you ready for it? After my expe- 
rience, | think people concluded that | 
was unfairly handled, that the press went 
too far. | don't think they will ever go that 
far again. 

Really? The press just took John Tower 
into the confessional. 

The Tower case was different from 
mine. He had an angry ex-wife who was 
determined to use the press and the 
Congress to decide who should be sec- 
retary of defense. John and | were on the 
Armed Services Committee together for 
12 years, and as | said, | never saw him 
inebriated or out of control in any way. | 
have never seen him behave unfairly to- 
ward members of the opposite sex, and 
| have been with him on many occasions 
when, if he had wanted to, he could have 
done what he liked. 

It becomes harder and harder to take 
Capitol Hill politics seriously. They don't 
reflect reality. Personality is of more im- 
portance than mind. A lot of it is name 
identification. And | don’t want to under- 
estimate the power of lobby groups. They 
influenced the 1984 primaries, for in- 
stance. The teachers and the unions were 
for Mondale. That's why | favor the Col- 
orado caucus system—letting the ordi- 
nary voters choose. 

So you're disillusioned with your party? 

Not exactly. My parents voted for Ei- 
senhower. | became a Democrat be- 
cause of Kennedy. The Democratic party 
remains the best hope for reform in this 
country—the last hope for liberalism and 
a decent measure of American good- 
ness. The country still votes Democratic 
for the legislature, because it trusts the 
Democrats on domestic issues. It votes 
Republican nationally, because it favors 
insular Republican policies on foreign af- 
fairs and defense. We're an insular coun- 
try. We don't belong in Europe or Asia or 
Africa. 

Apart from lawyering, what are you 
doing now? 

| will write a book on perestroika, if the 
Russians will give me the access | need 
and the opportunity to write something 
more than just another Kissinger or Brze- 
zinski book. : 

You talk like a practicing politician. But 
you wouldn't run for public office again? 
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almost to the extent of extermination. Even 
the worst rednecks know that this coun- 
try has been built on stolen land. If it hadn't 
been for the Indians, the Pilgrims would 
have all died out. So sure, there's got to 
be enormous shame. | don't think white 
people are without conscience, not when 
you make them face themselves. 

What is the answer—politically, eco- 
nomically, even culturally? 

The answer, first of all, is for the United 
States government to honor their treaties 
and give us our sovereignty, what we've 
been fighting for over the past 200 years. 
Let us control our own lives. On the res- 
ervations we have some good farm- 
lands. We also understand that we have 
to modernize. Over the years, we've been 
aligning ourselves with the Israelis be- 
cause they've made the desert bloom, 
and we've made trips over there to learn. 
Recently, Japanese businessmen have 
shown interest in setting up businesses 
on the reservation—construction and 
textile plants, manufacturing. We need 
more Indian-owned small businesses so 
our money doesn't leave the reservation. 
We're tired of handouts, see? What we're 
trying to do is build up our own structure, 
so our people can work. 

By way of conclusion, let's return to your 
own situation. Was there any point where 
you thought you could get a fair deal? 

No. But I'm also optimistic. Support has 
grown. Also, Senator [Daniel] Inouye is 
arranging a meeting with President Bush, 
asking for clemency. 

The government has withheld some 
6,000 pages of FB.!. documents on the 
grounds of national security. Is this ma- 
terial that could get you another appeal? 

Certainly. Otherwise, why are they 
keeping it? If the material was harmful to 
me, they would have turned it over along 
time ago. 

So essentially you have two hopes: 
presidential clemency or another appeal 
on the basis of new evidence? 

Right, unless Canada were to rescind 
my extradition. Remember, documenta- 
tion we got under the Freedom of Infor- 
mation Act shows that other people were 
being investigated, too. The government 
had a strong suspicion that others were 
involved. The investigation against these 
individuals was just dropped. 

And the fourth possibility, that the in- 
dividuals responsible for the killings step 
forward? 

Right. 

If the guilty people came forward, 
would the government be likely to accept 
their admission of guilt and just open the 
door for you? 

I'll have to face that when | come to it. 
On the other hand, the government might 
not have a choice if there were a loud 
enough outcry and the press reported 
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, yet connects easily to home t 
stereo. Mani and Sold Exclusively by LT Sound. For 
Free Brochure & Demo Record,Call: LT Sound, Dept-PN-1, 


MOVIE POSTERS 


INDIANA JONES, STAR TREK - all current titles plus thousands 
more. Actual posters as used by theatres. Photos, autographs, 
much more! HUGE selection - FAST service! Illustrated 


EMA CITY 


catalogue $3.00. 


CIN 


P.O. BOX 1019-PH, MUSKEGON, MI 49443 
(616) 792-7760 


Owercac 
bent SAFER SEX”’ 
Optional on Shirts No Charge 
Sete eee .)}—State Size and Cater (Gy , Wt, Bk, YI, Pk, Trq} 
imper Stickers—$2 50¢ Postage/Ea.) * . 
seit a ce ceeppneny me on ee on Wa 
ir ¥ © Bikini 
0 (+ $1 Postage) (100% Cotton Quality)—State Size 5, 6, 7, 8 (Wt. Onl 


ly). 
To: C.A. Crerar, Inc., PO. Box 11707, Clearwater, FL 34616 FREE BROCHURE 


FREE GOVERNMENT MONEY! Find out FUN & MAGIC 
how to get money from the Government! | ADULT VIDEOS ‘ IMPORTED ORIENTAL EROTICA: Asia | FOR ANYTIME! 
If you're a legal resident of the U.S., you | Worlds largest dealer! 4 Blue catalog packed with exclusive adult | Apracadabra’s cata- 
could receive money for living expenses, Send for their 100 pg. high-quality Asian and European videos. | log is chock full of 
Medical care, career advancement, | catalog that describes Potions, lotions, books and toys from the | laughter provoking 
education, mortgages, Starting a business | over 700 videos with Orient. Enhance your love life with their | practical joke items and amazing magic 
& more. Complete guide to 100’s of grants | photos of each one! imported love boutique. Privacy assured. | tricks. Many under $5. 100’s to choose. 
and loans. $3.00. 354 | Send $3. Must be 18. 599 Over 18. $3.00 off first purchase. $3.00. 373 | Abracadabra Fun & Magic. $1.00. 451 


JOIN OVER A MILLION || ===) |ALL BRANDS, FORMATS CAMCORDERS |KINDLE THE FLAME OF = AXIBNST AS 
CUSTOMERS who love we INDUSTRIAL SUPPLIES... & VIDEO ACCESSORIES WHOLESALE |LOVE with mature adult pro- | 

Mellow Mail’s incredibly | ~_ | Thousands of items! 84-page : Detailed info. on 100 models. Brand new, | ducts from the Adam & Eve 

sexy lingerie,unbelievably @ special sale catalog contains f, |factory sealed cartons with manufacturers 48-pg. catalog. The world’s 


TANTALIZING CA TALOG: ENJOY CONVEMENT ARMCHAIR SHOPPING 


funny T-shirts, super tools, hardware, machine pe 4 and ©2544" |full U.S. local warranty. No sales tax, free | largest selection of quality & 

dresses, hot menswear, metals, All at Industrial UPS 2 - 5 day delivery. Why pay retail store | books, birth control products, 

sizzling swimwear & more! Steel low prices. Catalog G0 prices? Toll-free number for technical ad- lingerie & marital aids. Fast service, privacy 
Values & laughs guaranteed! $1 00. 350 (refundable with purchase.) 165 “i vice. Westcoast Discount Video $2. 764 | & money-back guarantee. Mist be 1851. 499 


FUNNY SIDE UP has GIFTS OF LINGERIE... § j 1001 FREE SAMPLES, books, 100] | XXX e@eeee0 
the widest selection of are always appreciated & etc. anyone can get. Descrip- Tans You VIDEO MOVIES, ® ADULT e 
humorous gifts and gags so affordable. Delicate un- tions, pictures and where to 0s erotic contests, eVIDEOSe 

anyanere 100’s of alford- P | derthings, dreamy sleep- 4 || write. Get 100’s of dollars striptease, amateu, @@@@66 

items for any occasion and everyone | wear, loungy leisurewear. F, . 4 || worth of free giveaways from famous brand | foreign productions, 

on your list. Major credit cards accepted, | Night ’n Day Intimates is _ companies and government agencies, | many not available in video stores. VHS or 
money-back guarantee ail items. May be | 4 unique collection of feminine treasures. |such as shampoo, vitamins, cheese | Beta. Ten-page catalog from NMPC. Must 
hazardous to your funnybone! $1.00. 807 | Catalog includes $2 off 1st order. $1.00. 417 | samples, color film, recipes, more. $2. 206 | be 18 or over to request. $1.00. 640 


ULTRA’S FULL COLOR BEDSIDE THE MOST COMPLETE . ADULT SWIMSUIT INTERNATIONAL SW. 
DELIGHTS Contains 100’s of sexy, full: |LINE of automotive : SPECIALTY VIDEOS E has the finest selection of = 

length adult videos at discount prices & | parts and accessories. Am Largest dealer in the nif: contemporary swimsuits for 

the latest in marital aids to spice up your | Over 200-page J.C. U.S.A. Send for their women & men, plus sen- 

next encounter. Comes with a 50% dis- | Whitney catalog features | § |new catalog containing suous lingerie A exciting 

count certificate good for any item they | parts and accessories ies |over 700 specialty ” casual/evening wear. Send 

sell. Discreetly packaged. 30 day money | for all makes of cars, vans, trucks, RVs and | videos all with complete descriptions & | $1.00 for full-color catalog & as an added 
back guarantee, must be 18. $1.00. 261 | motorcycles. Catalog series $1 00. 745 photos! Must be 18 to request. Send 8 612 | bonus get $3.00 off your ist purchase. 971 


YOUR FANTASY IS ma. | =| THE LARGEST SELECT! OND Ele! ce, | (HE NEWEST INNOVATIVE The Sports Section: 
REALITY at Michael 4 i} | OF UNDERWEAR! The ied gj | PRODUCTS for yourself, _ | The largest in-stock 


Salem's Enterprises, Inc. “= an _| Undergear Catalog. Men’s ~ eal family, home, car & : {catalog in the nation. 
Sensuous lingerie, corsets, — boxers, briefs, shirts & active eect 9 iends—the lowest catalog : Many of their items 
garter belts plus wigs, stiletto heeled | workout wear. Every fabric prices. Nearly 200 items. - are the exact same 


shoes, stockings, breast prostheses and | & cut. Hard-to-find items, imports ‘Try what you like for upto @& jerseys, jackets, caps =m ? 
numerous unusual related items. In regular | & exclusive originals for men & women. {30 days before deciding to keep it! Many | and T-shirts worn by your favorite players 
to super large & tall sizes. Must be 21. | The finest underwear from everywhere. |exclusive products. Impact 2000 color | and coaches. They carry everything for the 
Catalog $3.00 deductible ist order 495 | $2.00 off 1st order. Subscription $1.00. 571 | catalog $2, refundable 1st purchase. 605 | pro and college sports fan. $1.00. 349 
CALIFORNIA Oo PAYING TOO MUCH FOR CAMELOT LONDON 
SUNWEAR. Mix 4 COLLECTION Debuts ((A\[E]()[ | SEXY LINGERIE. Adu 

& match separates. pes in America! Color toys, marital aids, videos. 
Choose from the latest Video is the world’s largest fl »\_| catalog features Privacy guaranteed. Dis- 


London Collection 


in swimwear fashion oi bid & wholesaler of / \, | Europe's most alluring lingerie, dresses | creetly shipped. Their 20th 

with a guaranteed fit. ’ ... | fetish films. Warehouse is and bathing suits found anywhere. The | year. Money back guaran- 

Match a size small top #& open to the public with dom- finest quality garments direct from London | tee. Lowest prices. Spec : 

with a large bottom! Send $1.00 for catalog inance, TV, wrestling & preview tapes all | at remarkable savings. Features over $130 | offer catalog $1.00. Stamford Hygienic 


& receive $3.00 off your ist order. 541 | at low prices! Must be 18. $1.00. 573 | worth of FREE GOODS. $1.00. 042 | Corp. Must be 18 or over to order. 442 


XXX VIDEO CATALOG , “|| FREDERICK’S OF derick’s' | A WORLD ION, THIS CATALOG has 

on a 60-minute video tape. HOLLYWOOD: Exclusive Helstits OF FASHION for (NTERNATIONAL |} parts: Part 1 is a list GIFTS from 
Action-packed previews of 45 9 designs—glamorous dresses, § men from International Male® *| of specific items that UNCLE SAM 
explicit videos to order from. sportswear, sexy lingerie, ‘ The absolute hottest looks from London, | you can buy directly 

Includes printed catalog with oN shoes, hosiery, unique bras, Paris, Tokyo, Milan and America. Over 50 | from the government. 

more videos, magazines and swimwear, menswear & acces-}# colorful pages of exciting dress, sports & | Many of these items cannot be purchased 
ital ai sories. Send $2.00 for your ia Casual wear. Affordable exclusive designer | anywhere else. Part 2 is a list of govern- 


subscription (10 issues), receive $10 worth | fashions—uniquely different & totally hot. | ment catalogs which lists 100’s of other 
of gift certificates with your catalog. 374 | $2 subscription, refundable ist order. 951 | products and services available. $2.00. 974 


MEN AMERICA™ : : : x Year’s is GLAMOUR! SLIDES-PRINTS-| 
Beyond-basic sports- ze MARITAL AIDS: buy mature WBSY9/ | subscription fo Cinder Moura de | VIDEOS. World’s largest & 
wear with an upbeat adult products without embar- Bab fy) | to outdoor sportsman supplies catalogs, up | finest selection of glamour, 
twist. Natural fabrics. rassment & risk. Exclusive ff to 172 pages, filled with low-priced, name | figure & erotic 35mm color 
Fashion at once : “| collection from around the ig | | brand clothing, footwear and accessories | slides, photographic prints & 
sophisticated, modern world. Privacy guaranteed. — Sa | for hunting, fishing, boating and camping. | video tapes. Featuring the most beautiful 
& fun. Also available in All-American sizes | Highest quality, reasonable Also features clothing for big and tall men, | girls you've ever seen—such as Amber 
for big & tall physiques. $2 subscription, | prices. Lawrence Research women and youths. All unconditionally | Van Martin (pictured) & over 100 others. 
refundable on ist order. 516 . Must be 21. $4 off ist order. $4. 494 | guaranteed. Send $1.00. 365 | Satisfaction guaranteed. Must be 18 $1. 811 
EXPLORE THE MOST POSH APPEAL... EROTIC CARTOONS UNDER FASHIONS FOR MENI 
INCREDIBLE SELECTION : Leanne creates a classic |Full color catalog contains f When it comes to intimate men’s 
& presentation of adult “| contemporary line of lin- the world’s largest selec- i &. | wear nobody does it better than 


toys, condoms, lotions, gerie for men & women. tion of erotic cartoons fry “a | Regency Square of Hollywood. 
books, videos & revealing ; Made in USA, 1st quality eS available on video, plus : % | Over 70 different designs. For 

lingerie. Buy in confidence _"\h materials—soft 100% silk & 100% 1000's of additional briefs, swimwear, sheerwear & =. 
from Night Classics—over polyester charmeuse. Sensual, luxurious | movies for every inter- leather with a sense of adven- 


1,000,000 satisfied customers. . = _| & durable. Made to spoil you & your mate. | est and taste. Save up to 84% over retail | ture. Free gift with every order. 
Privacy & guaranteed! Must be 18. $1. 679 | Guaranteed. $2, refundable 1st order. 467 | price! Excalibur Films. Must be 18 $1.00.400 | Provocative color catalog. $2.00. 084 


FASHION FOR BIG CAROL ANN’S EMPORIUM (circte number, fill in info & enclose proper amount for requests, plus $1.00 S&H. 


NI Poley’ has everything to f 
Cok ae eee adult oxctic Reeds “Wiite, —tead || 042-81.00 350-$1.00 4071.00 495-83.00 599-$3.00 745-$1.00 951-$2.00 


| 

wide variety of fashion day for their catalog, private ~“™ | 984-$2.00 354-$3.00 417-$1.00 499-$1.00 605-$2.00 764-$2.00 971-$1.00 | 

from sport to dress, club & other informational brochures 165-$2.00 365-$1.00 442-$1.00 516-$2.00 612-$3.00 807-$1.00 974-$2.00 | 
shoes and accessories ; that will make you sizzle with delight. 206-$2.00 373-$3.00 451-$1.00 541-$1.00 640-$1.00 811-$1.00 976-$5.00 

designed especially for big and tall men. | Fast, efficient, confidential service. Must be |I 261.$1,00 374.$2.00 467-82.00 571-$1.00 679-$1.00 878-$1.00 987-1.00 | 

: | 

i 

| 

| 


they promise a perfect fit!” $1.00. 407 [et ReASt Peis Oe |] 34951.00 4001.00 494.$4.00 573-5100 73295.00 945$2.00 
EROTIC LITERATURE XXX-RATED VIDEO! Send Eee age 
otal for catalogs 


Over 565 original & ex- -MANU- for eye-popping full-color 
clusive manuscripts. 72 _ RIPT catalog featuring the lowest 
$c requested $. ADDRESS 


fully descriptive pgs. All prices & widest selection of 


| Aad $1.00 service 


subjects. Nothing like it | explicit uncensored videos, & handling charge CITY STATE ZIP 

anywhere! Free bonus —_scaratoca magazines & a complete line of fantasy 

catalogs with order. : {| items. Free samples available. Privacy, fast | Total enclosed $ MONEY ORDER CHECK (CASH 0476 | 

ve be 21. $5 value— | service, satisfaction guaranteed. Must be |! CAVALCADE OF CATALOGS® 7PE9 
special $2.00. 945 =~... | 18 or older to order. $1.00. 878 44 S. 1ST ST., DEPT. 790997, PO. BOX 4507, BURBANK, CA 91503 1989 J 


To advertise in Cavalcade of Catalogs® write Nationwide Shopper® Systems, Inc., PO. Box 3197, Burbank, CA 91504. ~ ©1989 Nationwide Shopper Systems, Inc. 
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THE KILLING TANKS 


They're literally worth their weight in gold. Young killer whales cost about 
$400 per ounce alive—and as an amusement-park attraction, they’re the 
biggest draw, but at a terrible cost to this most noble of species. Impos- 
sibly graceful, killer whales can tear apart a shark in seconds, but will 
also allow a human to ride on their back. In next month’s Penthouse, 
investigative reporter Gary Hanauer examines a business plagued by 
cynical exploitation, crass hyperbole, and cruelty undreamed of by the 
innocent patrons of aquatic parks. 


20 WORST COLLEGE FOOTBALL TEAMS 


Really, it's become far more than just another sacred annual ritual. In 
some quarters, it’s surpassed homecoming itself as a faithful indicator of 
autumn. Even as we speak, Larry Linderman is sharpening his hatchet 
for yet another installment of Penthouse’s celebrated “20 Worst College 
Football Teams,” and you can bet that hordes of football coaches from 
Texas to Morningside Heights are dreading this issue as much as most 
of our readers are looking forward,to it. Like Elvis Costello, Linderman’s 
aim is true—and it’s also guaranteed to make him a whole new mess of 
sworn enemies for the start of the school term! 


THE EXECUTION OF EARL JOHNSON 


Few topics arouse more fevered passions than the death penalty. Next 
month, in an impassioned “Advise & Dissent,” British-born attorney Clive 
Stafford Smith recounts minute-by-minute the harrowing execution of his 
young friend Edward Earl Johnson in Mississippi in 1987. Also featured 
in the acclaimed BBC documentary “14 Days in May,” Smith's tale is 
excerpted from the forthcoming Amnesty International-sponsored book 
A Punishment in Search of a Crime (Avon). Smith has devoted his legal 
career to defending indigent clients against the death penalty and working 
to abolish what he insists is a “heartless, shameless, barbaric” practice. 


SUPERMARKET FOR SPIES 


We weren't quite sure where the world’s top espionage agents went shop- 
ping for their decoder rings and 007-style gizmos, but we had a hunch 
that it wasn't their local Army & Navy shop. We were right. Next month, 
writer Robert Rosenberg and photographer Jeffrey L. Rotman give us a 
look at the latest electronic surveillance and monitoring equipment, as 
well as the most sophisticated anti-terrorist technology. It’s a world where 
“Made in Israel” signifies the highest quality, one where you'll meet sales- 
men who can supply you (and your private militia) with almost anything: 
silver-plated ballpoint pens camouflaging single-shot .22-caliber guns, 
shrapnel-proof vests that fit under tuxedos, and limousines equipped with 
bullet- and blast-proofing, as well as, of course, gun portals. 


HOT JOBS OF THE NINETIES 


Will you have a-good job ten years from now? Or will you be permanently 
unemployed? The American job market is changing, and it’s changing 
fast. In the 1990s, you'll either be able to mow lawns or flip burgers, or 
you'll have to train for one of the well-paid white-collar openings that will 
be begging for people to fill them. Next month, Dr. Marvin Cetron and 
Owen Davies—co-authors of The Great Job Shakeout: How to Find a 
New Career After the Crash (Simon & Schuster) and the forthcoming 
American Renaissance: Our Lives at the Turn of the 21st Century (St. 
Martin’s)—survey the next decade’s employment outlook so that the rest 
of us can begin to plan for it now. 
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Seagram's 


SOME NIGHTS, EVERYTHING GLOWS 


Pam 


MENTHOL 100°; 


LIGHTS 100’s 


Available in Full Flavor, s 
© The American Tobacco Co.1989 Lights, Menthol and New Ultra Lights 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette 


Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide. 


